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Another of Your Favorite Authors 
Comes to. McCall Street 


N adding to the fast growing group of famous authors who are furnishing un- 
rivaled entertainment for the families living on McCall Street, the name of 


MA , 
— Margaret Pedler— 


noted author of The Vision of Desire, The Moon Out of Reach, etc., the editor of 
McCall's believes he will please every one of the great host of readers who trust 
him to select their monthly fiction fare. 

For several years Mrs. Pedler's circle of devoted readers has been ever widen- 
ing until today thousands await with great expectancy each of her novels. Realizing 
this, McCall's, ever alert to meet the desires of those who are really responsible 
for its success, decided to invite Mrs. Pedler to 
come to McCall Street. 

And in the January issue, what we believe to 
be the finest of her novels 





Eight Full Length Novels to I pear in the 1924 Mc Calls! 


These will cost $16 when they appear in book-form: in McCall’s you will 
get them all for ONE DOLLAR and many other treats besides. 


MccaLs 


Ihe Barbarian Lover 












will begin in our pages. It is a 
brilliantly-moving and _ thrilling 
story of adventure and love in the 
far parts of the earth—one of the 
superb works of contemporary fic- 
tion. 


In the January McCall’s. 







“Ship of Souls,’’ last novel ever written by 
Emerson Hough, author of ‘‘The Covered Wagon.”’ 

“‘The Girl in the Golden Rags,’’ by Robert W. 
Chambers, famous author of ‘‘Cardigan,’’ etc. 

“‘The Unknown Quantity,’’ by Ethel M. Dell, 
author of ‘‘Charles Rex,’’ and ‘‘Tetherstones.” 

‘‘Devil’s Dust,’”’ by Nalbro Bartley, author of 
“‘Up and Coming” and ‘‘A Woman’s Woman.”’ 

“‘The Woman in the Shadow,”’’ by Louis Joseph 
Vance, author of ‘‘The Lone Wolf,”’ etc. 

New novels by Vingie Roe, author of ‘‘Name- 
less River,’’ and by Rafael Sabatini, author of 
’ *Scaramouche’”’ and ‘‘Fortune’s Fool.”’ 
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; The Best of All Gifts— 

el The best of all gifts is the gift that brings the most delight and 9 
A the pleasantest memories in proportion to its cost. McCall’s for 1924 @ 
4 makes a gift that every month of the year will bring new delight and 


pe vies 


renewed memories of the giver. It will bring six new novels besides 
fascinating reading that would fill more than a dozen other books. 
And a gift subscription of McCall’s will cost so little! For McCall’s 
eee _— weak! makes its readers a special Christmas offer for gift subscriptions that 

with <parmest Christmas Greeting 7, you will find most attractive. Give McCall’s this year to the friends 


With ev gift subscription McCall’s will supply a you particularly want to please. 


precy pe aR FE By Turn To Special Gift Subscription Offer On Page 82 | 
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Instead of spending for gifts money that we need for our families, we should give the greatest thing in all the world—love 


phhPesd4 


§ § Making Christmas Last a Year 


ea8 par w 
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- ry 1ROM my earliest remembrance 
YS RE I have loved Christmas dearly 
RH RNa 
a . . 


1 

Always it has been the one 
f 
f 





>. day out of the whole year 
ae =6marked by the shining of Its 
own particular star and glad 
dened by the joy in the hearts of a world to whom there had 


been mace i ift of the hope of life everlasting The 
Christmas of my childhood seems to me, in retrospect, like 
a simple affair, but when I stop to think of it—the gifts that 
we gave, the weeks of preparation that were made for feast 
ing—the time and the money that were spent upon the day 
very probably came as close to being proportionate to our 
means and opportunities as do the festivities that we 
celebrate today 


In retrospect I can smell the delicious odors of baking, 


the scent of spices, the tang of boiling vinegar and sirup 
i can see Mother, wearing a tired, perplexed face as she 
superintended her preparations for weeks before the great 
day. I can see the opening of the door, the flurry of snow, 
when Father and a couple of the strongest of the boys came 
stamping in with a huge back-log that would burn for a 
week. I can hear the rhythmic music of the axes as great 





By Gene Stratton-Porter 


Illustrated by Leslie Benson 


ricks of wood were cut and corded; the crack of the rifle 
and the blare of shotgun were all around us as game by the 
dozen was brought in, skinned, frozen and hung in the smoke- 
house above the barrels of pork and beef to wait until guests 
arrived. I can hear the cracking of nuts, the popping of 
corn, smell the delicious odor of boiling maple sirup to 
make pop-corn balls. I relive the tense excitement of the 
many trips Father made to town bringing home mysterious 
bundles small folk dared not see. I can see all of us work- 
ing, planning, loving the day, rejoicing in what it would 
bring to us and rejoicing equally in what we could give to 
others. The celebration was held in a different way, as time 
always makes differences, but it ended with the same results 
overweary, overtaxed people. There was always the 
house packed with the elder children and their children home 
for the holidays; there was prayer and singing—the same great 
festival that prevails practically all over the world today. 





As I think it over it appeals to me that 

Christmas has become progressively splendid 

in its celebration of gifts and of feasting. 

It has not only kept up with the material 

growth of a large and rich country, but it 

has forged ahead and worked its way far 

into the realm of unnecessary extravagance and vulgar show, 

and this is no place for a true religious festival, a mass 

to celebrate the birth of our dear Lord. Christmas has pro- 

gressed to the point where to many it has become both a 

financial and a physical burden. There has been much talk 

of late of reducing the expense and the work of the great 

celebration, of simplifying our gifts and our efforts until 

some small part of the day shall be left for real worship, 

for sincere thankfulness for the star that hung over Bethle- 

hem, for the little Man Child that lay in the manger, for the 

promise which grew to the fulfilment of the gift of life 
everlasting to those who believe. 

I would not for one minute take away from Christmas 
its joy, its glamour, its lovely import, but I do believe that 
all of us would get more joy from the day if we were to 
begin with this very Christmas to school ourselves to be 

[Turn to page 86] 
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Victrola 





Now is the time to select 
your Victrola for Christmas 


Victrola Instruments and Victor Records are so much in 
demand for gifts that there is a shortage every Christmas. 
Place your order now while all the twenty-one instrument 
styles at from $25 up and complete record stocks are available. 

Ask your dealer or write to us for illustrated catalogs. 


2A 


eve” Look under the lid and on the labels for these Victor trade-marks 
Victor Talking Machine COMER Camden,N. J. 








HIS is a safe, sure, washin 
method for children’s ro 
ored dresses. Dip in luke- 
warm water, soap with P and G, 
Then wash with only light rub- 
bing. This method brings out 
the best in them—no wear, no 


fading. 


Copyright 1923, by The Procter & Gamble Co, Cincinna’ 
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atten came? 


She arrives when least expected— 
Will there be snow-white linens for her welcome? 


UST on the mantlepiece, finger- 
marks on the doors, gray-white 
sheets and pillow-slips — how 


they cry out in wicked glee the moment 
the unexpected guest arrives! 


Wind from the street may be blamed 
for the dust. The children account for 
the finger-marks. But what is respon- 
sible for gray-white bed-linen? 


Neglect on the part of the laundress? 
Not necessarily For a thoroughly fine 
laundress may produce gray-white bed- 
linen and clothes if she is handicapped 
by her soap. 


You should select the soap 


The selection of the soap is a responsi- 
bility which belongs to you. It 
should not be delegated to the laun- 
dress, because the right soap is vital 
to good laundry results. 


If your wash comes out with less than 
the fresh whiteness of new clothes, we 
suggest that you provide your laundress 


with P and G The White Naphktha Soap 


—and watch results. 


Second 


First week: improvement. 


Not merely a naphtha soap, 
Not merely a white laundry soap, 
But the best features of both, combined 


week: more improvement. Third 
week: Achtevement—teal whiteness! 


Such whiteness is an unmistakable 
proof of cleanness. 


Such whiteness results from the use of 
P and G The White Naphtha Soap 
because P and G washes clean—it acts 
on the dirt, not on fabrics or colors; 
it rinses out thoroughly, leaving no 


undissolved soap and no washing odor. 


Less work, whiter clothes, colors safe 

The fact is, most experienced laun- 
dresses enthusiastically prefer P and G 
because they know its use involves less 
boiling, less hard rubbing, and, conse- 
quently, less work. _ It saves their energy 
while it saves your clothes. 


There is no mystery about the re- 
sults of P and G, yet it is a unique 
soap—there is no other soap quite like 
it for getting clothes white-clean, and 
for preserving colors from fading. 


So many millions of women have 
learned this fact that P and G is by far 
the largest selling laundry and house- 
hold soap in America. 


PROCTER & GAMBLE 








? 


HE “ring” around the 
bathtub disappears at the 
first touch of P and G—it 
is so easy to clean porcelain and 
enamel with P and G that no 
excuse need be accepted for less 
than daily perfection in the 
bathroom. 
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Fasser-By 


A Complete Novelette 


By 
Ethel AC. Dell 


Author of 


Charles Rex, Tetherstones, ete. 


Does Ethel M. Dell in this 
latest work tell us some- 
thing of her own story, 
presenting, as she does 
here, a brilliant study of a 
great woman who will not 
permit the pitiless light of 
publicity to beat upon her 
and who preserves her 
precious privacy in spite 
of a world-wide fame— 
as Miss Dell herself does? 


VERYBODY here? Same old gang? Don’t 
say old Vaughan has let us down!’ 


“Oh, he'll turn up. Catch old Guy rat 


ting! Best chap in the world. I saw him 
the other day. Afraid he’s in rather low 
water.” 


“Who's that? Guy Vaughan? 
meet that feller again.” 

The leisurely American accents came through the 
careless hubbub of British voices. The speaker, large, 
clean-shaven, with an air of vast prosperity, lounged 
against the head of a settee, hands in pockets, good 
humored eyes surveying the crowd of men about him 
with evident enjoyment. This was Benjamin 
Plutarch Bond—a man of great wealth and con- 
siderable importance in his own country, known 
among his erstwhile British comrades as “Big Ben” 
or “the man who won the war.” The latter appella- 
tion had been bestowed upon him 
more on account of his compelling 
personality than for any other 
reason, and held no hint of irony. 
For Big Ben had preceded his 
country by three busy years into the 
fray, had fought in France with the 
British guns and had come through 
the ordeal unscathed. No man who 
had fought beside him had ever seen 
him dismayed or even disconcerted 
during all that time, and he had 
somehow achieved the reputation for 
always getting what he wanted. 
Calm, shrewd, essentially a business- 
man in all his ways, he had made 
his mark though he had earned no 
decoration. 

It was a mere chance that had 
brought him to this meeting of old 
comrades in a London restaurant. He was over from New 
York on business, and Jim Hawker, who occupied the chair, 
had chanced upon him in the street barely an hour before 
Hawker had good reason to remember Big Ben—they had 
picnicked together in a shell-hole during the whole of one 
terrific day—and his delight at meeting the American again 
was unbounded. He had insisted upon ‘his coming to the 
Commemoration dinner, and now he stood beside him, 
eagerly introducing those to whom he was a stranger. There 
were a good many whom Big Ben already knew, old friends 
such as Dick Challoner who walked with a crutch still but 
who yet managed to cross the room at the double at sight 
of him, and little Willis the doctor who was famed for 
telling the biggest lies in the shortest space of time on 
record, but the sincerity of whose greeting was beyond doubt. 

“So you’ve turned up again, you old blighter! I often 
wondered what became of you. Went back to America when 
the show was over, I suppose ?” 

“That’s so,” said Big Ben. 

“Well, I’m damn’ glad to meet you again. Hope you’ve 
come to stay.” 


Say, I'd like to 
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“Not unless there’s a war on,” said Big Ben with a 
twinkle. “But I guess I’m real lucky to come in for to- 
night’s testivity. You expecting Vaughan?” 

“Rather. He’s sure to turn up. Best chap going— 
Vaughan. Met him the other day. A bit down on his 
luck, I thought. But he wasn’t giving anything away.” 

“Business bad?” suggested the American. 

“Rotten, I should say. Nothing doing anywhere—except 
in my line. People can’t help being born or dying, you 
know.” The doctor chuckled cheerily. 

“Someone ought to start a prevention stunt,” said Big 


Ben. “Don’t see why you should have all the fun. What's 
the matter with Vaughan? He’s got push. He ought to get 
there.” 


“But what he hasn’t got is luck,” said Challoner. “He'd 
get there fast enough if he had his chance. But somehow 
some chaps—the very best too—never get a look in. Ah, 





The girl was left 
standing upon the 
path quite motion- 
less, her hands up- 
on her heart, the 
shattered camera 
at her feet 





there he is! Hear him laugh! You'd think 
he hadn’t a care in the world, but he’d laugh 
like that if he were down to his last bean.” 
“That’s just where he scores,” said the 

American 
His keen eyes with their glint of humor went to the 
door and dwelt upon the young man entering. His laugh 
preceded him—a gay, infectious laugh—and half the men 
in the room moved at the sound of it, and went to greet 
him. Big Ben remained in his corner unnoticed, taking 

note of all. 


HE newcomer was one of those regarding whose ap- 

pearance opinions differed so widely as to render 

description practically useless. Of average build and 
average looks, with lines of strength about the mouth and 
lines of laughter about the eyes; no impartial observer 
could have said more, nor could the most partial have 
expressed the secret of his charm. But charm there un- 
doubtedly was—a charm that somehow made itself felt 
from the moment of his entrance 

[Turn to page 24] 





“The child of Knut Svendson and Hilde, his Lrave wife,” 
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said Elan. 


“Born last night in a cave in the woods. His parents—dead, both of them.” 


‘Ransom for a Queen 


mas was newer than 
| told of Phe 
not say it 

t on a day in 

Hakon Kyrre 

and his only 


+} 


daughter 

1e embassy of King 
for the daughter 
er way of naming 


Olaf,” quoth he, 
taking from my 
as he chooses ? 
stir from my 
ided fool’s 

] King 
with 


witho 
cle ive 


son did I h : 
say, doth flatter u | lid he not 


Olaf, I 
fire and 
“Aye,” sigl ia ‘wl y did he not come so 
Perhaps I h é » his | he more gladly.” 
“Now, of he | three kingdoms!” 
sputtered the quiet Hakon nean to say—” 
“Why continued tl ady, “did yt come like the 
hero and the conqueror lain 1y should he 


come 


> 


By Shirley Seifert 
Illustrated by Arthur E. Becher 


send ahead a train of poets to sing over tales that have 
stale in my ears from too much hearing, and gold 
as if to purchase a slave? Am I a cat to be 
light or am I a woman to be won?” 

in that, at least!” groaned Hakon. 


yrown 
ind jewels 
dazzled by much 
“Thou art a woman- 
“Would that 
“Would that I were a man!” Elan’s blue eyes flashed 
like the heaven-rending lightning. Hakon groaned the more. 
hou hast been woulding that in vain these many years, 
my undutiful daughter! Hadst thou been in fact a son, Olaf 
Asleifson would not stand today the mightiest ruler of the 
north, and men would not put upon me a slurring name for 
my misfortunes. Now I grow old. I would not see the 
little that is left of my greatness swept by an angry 
plunderer, Elan, I have ever given thee what thou hast 
wanted. I have let thee go about with a freedom never 
granted to another woman of repute. Men—and women— 
have cried my wrong to me, | thou art my only child 
and so, dear to me beyond thy wilfulness. Still, thou art 


but a woman after all—not made to stand alone or 
to waste thy gift of fairness on a sea voyage or a 
field of battle. So I ask of thee this one thing: wilt 
thou not listen to the messenger from Olaf?” 

“Aye, I will listen,” pouted Elan. 

She kept her promise—after a fashion. The leader of 
Olaf’s embassy, one Sigurd Ericson, was a singer, poor and 
young and sheltering himself under the great conqueror’s 
protection. He had hair like an aureole of red gold, and 
eyes as warm as sunlit water of the sea, and a voice like the 
sighing of winds in summer—low and deep and full of music. 
He told Elan much that she had heard before about the 
glorious beauty of her proud, fair self, that her smile was 
sunshine which gladdened the land and all men’s hearts, 
that her frown was like the chill blue ice of glaciers; and to 
all that Elan listened. But, when the singer began with 
enthusiasm to tell over the conqu of Olaf, which would 
be but as the walls of a treasure house set about the beauty 
of his queen, the lady grew weary—and yawned. 

To Olaf’s tendered gifts of rare jewels, Elan gave scarce 
more attention. One by one Sigurd’s bearers laid at her 
feet glittering baubles plundered from lands that were far- 
off myths. Elan yawned again and again; and her gracious 

[Turn to page 60) 
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The Great Symbol 


By Melville Davisson Post 


Illustrated by W. Emerton Heitland 


There are heroic souls who spend their lives 
in the service of others without thought of 
But sometimes to them, as to 
Marion Dillard on that sad Christmas Eve, 
suddenly comes a great reward that is all | 
the greater for its unexpectedness. 


recompense. 





Sete} Marion Dil 
eer! lard there was 
mockery in 
the symbolism 
of the night. 
She was alone. On the 
table before her was an open telegram— 
the grating fitted into the last opening ot 
the trap. She was a dark-haired, slender girl 
with that aspect of capacity and independence 
with which the great war endowed our women: 
the high courage that no assault of evil fortune 
could bludgeon into servility. She sat in her chair 
before the table, to the eye, unconquered 

But it was to the eye only. In the magnificence 
about her the wreckage impending was incredible; the 
great house fitted with every luxury, the library in which she 
sat, its rug the treasure of a temple, its walls paneled! 

To Marion Dillard, in her chair before the table, with 
the telegram open before her, the whole setting was grotesque 
All over the city, white with newly fallen snow, were the 
symbols of this majestic celebration of the birth of the 
Savior. They were not absent in this room. Holly wreaths 
hung in the windows, and the strange ivory image, represent- 
ing the crucifixion of Jesus of Nazareth, which her father 
had always so greatly prized, had been brought out, after 
the usual custom on this night, and placed on the table. It 
sat on a black silk cloth embroidered with a white cross. As 
a work of art it was not conspicuously excellent; but her 
father prized it for the memory of a great adventure 

Marion Dillard leaned back in the chair, reviewing the 
events that had moved against her as though with some 
sinister design. Her father was dead. A cross of white 
marble stood on a hilltop in France to his memory. It had 
been erected by every people in the great war, for her 
father, moved by a high, adventurous idealism, too old for 
longer service in the American army, had taken his own 














fortune—and, alas, the fortune which he held in trust for 
another—and with it maintained a hospital base on the 
western front for the benefit of every injured man, friend 
or enemy. 

Marion Dillard reflected: Of what avail was it that her 
father had not realized that this trust money was going into 
his big conception? He had drawn on his resources in 
America until every item of his great fortune was pledged, 
and by some error, this estate, in trust, had gone into the 
common fund. Appalled, when she came to examine the 
accounts, Marion had endeavored to cover the matter, 
hoping that the decision of the United States Circuit Court 
of Appeals in a suit to recover a tract of coal lands in the 
south would be decided in favor of her father’s estate, and 
thus furnish the money to replace this trust. And so she 
had somehow managed to go on. 

This telegram on the table was the end. “Reversed and 
dismissed,” were the sinister words of it, On this night com- 
memorating the birth of that great founder of brotherhood, 
whose idealistic conceptionsq her father had always so 
magnificently followed, she must decide what she would do. 













Marion Dillard took up the heavy 

piece of carved ivory. The head was 

loose, and she lifted it out of the 
carving 


The thing was sharp and clear before her. She must 
either wreck the majestic legend of her father, or degrade 
herself! As she had carried the thing along by various 
shifts since her father’s death, she could easily make it 
appear that she had, herself, embezzled this trust fund. That 
would leave the memory of her father clean; but it clearly 
meant that she herself could not escape the criminal courts. 
The heirs of her father’s friend were insistent and hostile. 
They would have the pound of flesh, now that the fortune 
was gone 


carved ivory image on the table before her. Then, she 

got up, and, with her hands clasped behind her back, 
stood looking down at the crucifix 

It was about ten inches high, rudely carved in the 
Chinese fashion out of the segment of an elephant’s tusk 
four inches in diameter. The cross represented the trunk 
of a tree, the roots thrust out for the base. The figure, with 
arms extended, was nailed to the broken limbs of this tree- 
trunk, forming the cross. The whole top of the tree-trunk 


OR a time she sat motionless, her eyes vaguely on the 





under a crown 
letters cut 

h as you have 
urn His head to 


street a man 

he knew h at 
Service. So they 
irveillance! The 
d her. He was 
who had 

house 


come 
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“In the middle of the room sat the viceroy. He was an ancient man, evidently at the end of life. 


Marion Dillard replied with some polite appreciation of 
the thoughtfulness of the police for her security, and went 
on. At the end of the bronze fence, as she passed, she ob- 
served another figure crouched against the wall though 
it also kept guard on her house; but it moved aw 
approached, as though to conceal itself around the turn of 
the wall enclosing the spacious grounds, She smiled grimly. 
rhe watch kept on her would be efficient; here was another. 
She went along the street to the great bridge. 

She paused for a moment before the immense stone lions 

‘at ped als at the bridge head They looked 

rard, cha into monsters under a draping of 

snow! Then she set out to walk across the bridge into the 

country beyond, past the cathedral on the hill, lighted, and 

from which the melody of vague and distant music de- 

scended. And the feeling in the girl as she moved dread- 

fully in the night, became a sort of wonder. Was this a 

vast delusion, or was there in fact a Will in the universe 

determined on righteousness, and moving events to the aid 
of those who devoted their lives to its service? 

She went on, walking stiffly like a dead body hypnotized 
nto a pretension of life. 


HERE was no sound on the sea. It was a vast, endless 
desert of water on which the sun lay as though fixed 
Only the chugging of the rusted freighter broke the 
immobility of the silence. The tramp looked like a battered 
derelict, not battered by the stormy elements of the sea; 
but haggard by the creeping detritus of inactivities in 
crowded tropical ports. The steel hull was covered with 
rust; the stack leprous, and the metal devices of the deck 
newly covered with a cheap paint 
There was no breath of air in the world, either to disturb 
the immense placidity of the sea or to vary the thin line 
of smoke vaguely blending into the distant sky-line 
Two men sat against a drum on the rear of the ship. 
If one had been searching the world for types of the worst 
human derelicts, the search would have ended at the drum 
on the rear of this tramp. The types were villainous, 
but they were distinct—in marked contrast. The little man 
was speaking. 
“Cut along with it, 
the Chink give you?” 
He was a thin, nervous creature, with a habit of fingering 
his face, as though to remove some invisible thing clinging 


Colonel,” he said. “How much’ did 








But the most striking thing in the place was the women. 


place the man, either in 
He might have been a 


was impossible to 
national or environment of life. 
Cockney, born under the Bow Bells; but it was more 
probable that he was a New York gun-man. He had picked 
up habits of speech in every degraded port of the east, as a 
traveling rat picks up a scurvy. 


HE man he addressed was big, with a putty-colored 
: face, dead-black hair plastered down with water over 
head beginning to grow bald. He was 
the clothes of a clergyman— 


to it. It 


an immense 
dressed in a worn frock coat 
shiny and threadbare, but clean. His shoes, even, showed 
evidence of an attempted polish. He wore a clean, white, 
stiff-bosomed shirt and a low collar with a black string tie. 
A half-smoked, black stogy hung in the corner of his mouth; 
and, as he sat slackly in a heap against the drum, he had 
placed a white cotton handkerchief over his shirt front, and 
tucked it into his collar, in order to protect his linen from 
the ash. Nevertheless, while his body remained immobile 
his hands moved; he whittled a piece of pine board, the long 
sharp blade of his knife, polished to the edge of a razor, 
hovered about the piece of wood as in some grotesque 


manner of caress. He gave the appearance of one un- 
utterably weary. An immense sagging body in which all 
the fibers were relaxed. 

He was devitalized with opium. 

His voice, when he spoke, presented the same evidence 
of utter languor. His lips scarcely moved, and the sound 
seemed to creep out in a slow drawl. 

“The Chink gave me two yellow boys. He had six in 
his hand. ‘You bring Major Dillard of the American 
Division here tonight,’ he said, ‘and you get the other four.’ 
Of course, he didn’t speak English. He spoke the Manchu 
dialect. I know the Manchu dialect. That’s where I had 
a flock; but I came in when the Boxers started. That's 
how I came to be on hand when the Allied armies began 
their march under old von Waldersee You under- 
stand, I had left the mission.” 

He spoke with a nice discriminating care in the selection 
of his words, as though it were a thing in which he had a 
particular and consuming pride. The gun-man laughed. 

“You mean you had been kicked to hell out of it, and 
were livin’ on the country.” 

There was a faint protest in the Colonel’s drawl, 





Sitting about on the priceless carpets, they looked like quaint dolls” 


“Tt’s true I was not sent out by any of the great sectarian 
missions. I adopted the work, and I was not in favor with 
the regular organizations in China. They resisted my 
endeavors.” 

“I'd say they did,” his companion interrupted. “You're 
the worst crook in the world. barrin’ one, not so far away.’ 
He laughed. “There’s a circular posted up in every m 
in Asia givin’ your mug, and tellin’ what a damned im- 
poster you are. Some vitriol in the descriptions of you, 
Colonel. I’ve seen ’em.” 

The man was not disturbed. The drawl continued: 
“Yes, Mr. Bow Bell,” he said; “quite true, quite true. 
I was not in favor with the regular organizations.” 


they had themselves selected, inspired by the impres- 
sion produced upon each other at the time of their 
meeting on the ship. 
Mr. Bow Bell, and the gun-man had named his companion 


Tits names which the two derelicts applied to one another 


The big man had called the gun-man 


Colonel Swank. They had made no further inquiry. Men 
of this character are not concerned about names, 


[Turn to page 28] 
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“Little Peter has shut the gate of his 
dreams and locked me out,’’ said his mother. 


‘*The key to it is in your heart. 
find it yourself,’’ Jean replied. 

With such a beginning the famous author 
of ‘The Dim Lantern” and ‘‘The Tin Sol- 
dier” tells here of a Christmas miracle in 
one of the loveliest stories ever written. 


Peter knew that tone. His mothers logic would be 
ynvincing. They never quarreled. Peter had had it im- 
essed upon him that quarreling wasn’t well-bred. His 
olite protests always ended in acquiescence. He was not 

the least afraid of his mother, not physically afraid. 
But he grew so tired of her eternal rightness. Although he 

uldn’t have called it that. There never seemed to be any 
om for your own ideas 

So he dropped the subject, and set three camels out 
ne on the honey-colored rug. Martha, the cook, had 
me into the dining-room, which was just beyond the 
brary, and was talking to his mother. There was a second- 
maid, Lulu, setting the table, and she stopped and listened 
to his mother’s instructions. , 

“I am making my lists up, Martha, so that you can put 
n your orders early.” 

She read the menus, and Peter, traveling with his camels 
ver the sandy desert on a magica! quest, was aware of an 
ippetizing succession of foods, from which he mentally 
picked out his tavorites—candied sweet potatoes, and Marie- 
Louise soup. He liked the name of the soup so much that 
he had always eaten it, in spite of its rather complicated 
flavor. His father had shown him a picture of Marie-Louise 

“If you have any suggestions, Martha, let me know 
ow. The color scheme will be green and white—. I'll 

order the centerpiece from the florist, Lulu; there'll be 
mistletoe for the big silver bowl, and tall white candles. 
{nd the canapés must be green, Martha, and pistachio 

ice-cream in Christmas-tree forms. re 

The drowsily listening Peter was aware of the cut- 
ind-driedness of it all. They had turkey every other 
Sunday in winter, and canapés and ice-cream were 
ho novelties. He didn’t know what he 
wanted. But there was a picture in a 
book of a pudding all in flames. And 
his father had read to him about the 
Cratchits and of how their pudding 
bobbed in the copper. His mother’s 
bright voice stopped. Martha went back 

to the kitchen, 
Lulu came into 
the library and 
pulled the chain 
of the lamp. 
Then she went 
on to other lights 
ind other duties 
Peter lay on the 
rug and dreamed. 
The camels 
loomed large 
through his half- 
shut eyes. Three 
kings were riding 
them, in turbans 
and long robes 
[Then someone said in a hearty way: 
“Asleep, Peter?” 

Peter sat up. “Hello, Daddy. No, I 
wasn’t. I was waiting for you.” 

“Good boy.” Big Peter sat down, and young 
Peter leaned against his knee 

Big Peter’s eyes fell on the three camels on 
the honey-colored rug. “It’s a good thing,” he said, 
“that you started them so soon. They have far 
to travel.” 

“Yes, they have,” said Peter. His hand stole into 
his father’s. To his mother the three toy camels would 
have been just three toy camels. To daddy they were 
gold and frankincense and myrrh. They sat and talked 
together until Mother came in. She was all dressed— 
beautifully—in a gown that looked like a flame 

“Oh, Daddy,” she said, with a sort of shining reproach 
“Are you here? I thought every minute you’d be coming 
up. It’s so late, and I had an early dinner because of the 
play.” 

“Are we going out?” Daddy got up and kissed her 

“I told you this morning—the Russians.” 

“T remember. Is dinner ready?” 

“In fifteen minutes. I was a bit late myself 
fit everything in. These are busy days.” 


I have to 


T seemed to Peter, weighing it, that his father’s days were 
busy. He looked after people’s eyes—a specialist. But 
he never talked about being in a hurry. “Want to come 

with me?” he asked Peter, and Peter followed him to the 
ipper rooms of their spacious apartment, and watched the 
swift fifteen minutes of sartorial transformation, which began 
n a quick shower, and ended with a dress coat. 

While the shower was in progress, Peter gazed out of 
the window. “It’s snowing,” he said, when his father came 
back, “and the snow is funny where light shines on it.” 

His father, a fascinating figure in his fat blue bathrobe, 
ind with his hair wet and rumpled, took time to look 
“It makes me think of an old melodrama I saw when I 
was a boy, Peter. There was paper snow, and it came 
lown on the heroine in just one spot—a handful or two— 
and the rest of the stage was clear—” 

Peter adored his father’s reminiscences. He wanted to 
ask more questions about the heroine out in the snow. But 
his father warned him. “I am in no end of a rush. Save it 
up, old chap, and we'll talk about it after dinner. It was a 
orking old play, ‘Two Orphans.’ ” 

Peter went downstairs hugging within his heart the 
thought of that paper sterm two orphans a 
ind why was one of them out in the cold . . . ? After 
dinner: “Tell me about it, Daddy.” 

And Mother asked, “About what?” 

“Oh,” said Little Peter, “something he saw at a play.” 

“Darling, he hasn’t time. It is late as it is. And the car 
is waiting.” 


You must 


Big Peter laid his hand on his 
son’s shoulder, “Lucia,” he said, 
“must we go?” 

“Of course. We’re ready.” Then 
the car was announced, and they : 
went away, and Peter sat by the WS 
fire and waited for 
Lulu, and wished 
that his father 
was there to 
tell him 
about the 
orphan 
in the 
paper 
snow 


Bb 


Big Peter’s office had a succession of rooms like the 
sections of a telescope. You began with the great reception 
halls, and ended with Big Peter’s tiny private office. Only 
special patients came into that very-end room. Big Peter 
always opened his morning mail there, and read as much of 
it as he could before people came to him about their eyes 
And it was the morning after he had been to see the Russians 
in a strange and moving play that Big Peter had a letter 
from his only brother, Robert. It would be, Robert said, 
utterly impossible for him and Jean and the boys to come 
down for Christmas. It was a great disappointment to them 
all. But that was one of the things which happened now 
and then to a country practitioner. One of his patients 
would need him on the twenty-fourth, and he and Jean 
had talked it over and had wondered if Big Peter and Little 
Peter and Lucia couldn’t come up to the farm for a glorious 
old-fashioned Christmas Day dinner, “such as you and I had 
when we were boys together.” 
















































She put her arm about Peter, 
and he leaned against her. 
The blue cloak enfolded them; the lan- 


tern held them close in its circle of light 


Big Peter drew a long breath. He laid the letter down, 
and looked off into space. Then, presently, his nurse 
came in to announce his first patient. And Big Peter 
slipped into his white linen things, and scrubbed up 
his hands, and began his day’s work. For eight 
hours he automatically questioned and examined 
and advised, and gave prescriptions. And 
every day was just like the day before and 
the day after, except that on Thursday, Big 
Peter performed operations at the hospital. 
And it was not until nearly six o'clock, 
when he leaned back in his limousine, on 
his way home, that Big Peter had time to 
think of his brother Bob’s letter. It was 
snowing again—a new fall on the already 
whitened streets. There was no wind, and 
the sounds of the city were stilled. The 
other cars that passed them were like shadow-shapes in the 
gloom. Big Peter wished that he had Little Peter beside 
him, wide-eyed—while they talked together of the things 
that had happened in Big Peter’s boyhood 
Big Peter was a successful man. He and his brother Bob 
had studied medicine together, and when their father had 
died, and the money was divided, Bob had decided to go back 
to the hills and take up his father’s practice. Big Peter, then, 
had thought him foolish. The city promised so much. And 
it had kept its promise. Big Peter was famous. And he 
was not tied to things as Bob was tied. Even now, as he 
rode safe and warm in his great closed car, Bob might be 
floundering through great drifts, up there in the hills 
Yet, up there in the hills, life was simpler; perhaps, after 
all, Bob had the best of it. Big Peter wondered what had 
happened to his own life—and Lucia’s. Lucia was lovely. 
One couldn’t pick a flaw inher. Yet she seemed separated from 


[Turn to page 54] 
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We rode quietly 
until the suburbs 
had dropped be- 
hind, and then 
lashed out furi- 
ously, 


Silk 


By Samuel Merwin 


Illustrated by N.C. Wyeth 


Conclusion 


fra WITHDREW again, and working like a porter 
#4 brought up, one by one, the six bales; then, 
: seeing that he had seated himself, and that she 
stood poised for the dance, I stood without 
in the shadow 

The queen wore the tenfold draperies of the 


ha 





carf dance I could hear the jingle of her heavy bracelets 
and anklets, and the tingle of the pendant chains and jewels 
about her tense throat. Her lovely face was flushed with 


a wild enjoyment, and I could see that her breath came 


For a long moment she hesitated, her hands resting 
upon the jeweled belt at her waist, her proud head thrown 
back. Each blow of the cymbals was like a muffled sob 
tearing the damask night. She stood as though fascinated 
by their slow, droning repetition. Then, recovering herself 


and responding to the quickening rhythm of the cymbals, 
she moved firmly into the dance 

Slowly, lightly, little by little gathering rapidity, she 
twisted and swayed into the intricate movements and 
postur f the most enchanting of dances 

And through it all the prince sat motionless; sat like a 
king, with only his eves moving as she moved oy 

Fver faster and faster she danced as though responding 
to some ecstat urge not unlike moon-madness a 

She whirled in a degree of abandon beyond anything I 
have ever | re witnessed Her body was a slim, 
hiftir flan ibout which the floating draperies wove a 
cloud of r And then, bathed in this aura 
of ri ilk, she sank, quite breathless, at the 
Princ f 

And then Mosulla unobtrusively, like a well trained 
servant of the strangest of great palaces, blew out, one by 
one, the lar nd tiptoed without 

I whispered her nan She hurried to my side and for 
a long moment clung to n We were silent then, gazing 
out over t pale enchanted city. But after a time we fell 
softly into tatk. I noted that she placed an object on the 
parapet behind me, and turned to see. It was an hour glass. 

* * * * . 

Mosulla turned. The moon was low. For a while 
longer we waited. I heard it then, a single clap of the 
hands. “They called,” she whispered 


Together we hurried to the pavilion. I found my way 


to the softly glowir razier and lighted with clumsy fingers 


the three bronze lan ps hen I knelt and waited 


i 
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“Open the parcels,” said 
His Imperial Highness. The queen 
had drawn about her lovely body his 
satin robe, wearing it as carelessly as 
Mosulla wears mine. Her mouth no longer wore the sulky 
expression I had before seen there, but was soft and very 
sober. Plainly she did not know I was there, or Mosulla; 
she saw and felt only the tall young man by the lattice 
who would one day rule the world and who at this mo- 
ment, in a measure that had sobered and perhaps frightened 
her, ruled her own perverse spirit. She had laid aside the 
band of Egyptian gold that circled, usually, her forehead, 
and her short, thick, silken hair fell unheeded part way 
across her flushed face 

I brought the bales in, one at a time, and placed them in 
a row along the wall. I cut the rope and stripped off the 
travel-stained matting of the first, only to find a casing of 
soft, almost paperlike lead. I had to cut through it. Within 
this were wrappings of silk. Reverently I removed these. 

The first article discovered was a gold vessel for meat 
offerings, bowl-shaped, with three legs of curving design 
and two plain handles with three recumbent oxen, beauti- 
fully modeled, on the cover. My hands trembled as I lifted 
it to a table, for I recognized at once that it was a 
precious felic of the Chou dynasty, not less than a thousand 
years old, probably even older, and that it could have been 
preserved only in the royal collection. I glanced respect- 
fully at the queen and observed a light creeping into her 
somber eyes as they perceived the dull shine of the gold. 

The second article was a vase of about cur own time, 
made of potter’s clay and finished in a lustrous green glaze 
that was mottled over with darker clouds of a finely crackled 
texture. By this time I knew well enough that the prince, 
for this most romantic moment in his young life, had chosen 
to lay before Roxana the most priceless treasures of the 
palace. A ring, very heavy, of entwined dragons, he placed 
himself upon the finger which, as if by right, she yielded to 
him. A necklace of engraved silvered gold he placed about 
her neck, whilst, like a child, she bent her head forward. 
Two long hairpins then he placed in her thick hair; hairpins 
topped with worked silver from which bright ornaments 
hung quadruple strings of pearls, caught together by three 
clasps, nearly to her shoulders. They laughed softly to- 
gether over the difficulty he encountered in securing them 
within the confines of her loose short locks. 


EXT he placed upon her head the most beautiful bride’s 

head-dress I have ever seen, a tall arch of silver gilt in 

elaborate filigree. And he fastened at her wrist a 
chatelaine of toilet implements, also in silver gilt, with 
daintily made cleaners and scrapers for her pretty nails, and 
a brush-pencil for her eyes and a brush for her lips. 

Two of the bales contained only jade and nephrite. I 
have never before seen so exquisite a collection. Roxana’s 
eyes opened and lighted and danced as one by one the 
objects, perfectly carven out of the most precious of stones, 
emerged from their silken wrappings and found places on 
the tables and stools, even, toward the last, on the floor. 
The three remaining bales contained silks, I opened the 





smallest and found 
it to contain articles of 
clothing. The bulkier of the two re- 
maining bales contained the finest brocades 
that have existed in the world. 

Quickly I opened the last bundle, and almost as quickly 
perceived roll upon roll that could be nothing less than certain 
of the precious, priceless woven silk pictures that hang, or 
for so long have hung, in profusion on the walls of the palace. 

One by one we unrolled the scrolls, which were mounted 
on ivory rolls, carven at the ends and tied with silken rope 
spun out into tassels with tags of jade, and spread them before 
the wondering eyes of the queen. It was plain indeed that she 
had never seen their like. There were depicted scenes of 
nature, such as the familiar trees and flowers and flying 
birds, also bridges and lakes with island temples and tea 
houses and, of course, mountains. 

We came, at length, to the last two of the scroll 
pictures. While wanting in magnificence and in mystical 
beauty it set my heart to fluttering weakly, helplessly; for 
it was nothing else or less than the famous silk weaving. 
There it was: the interior of a simple house in the country 
with the two women working at the great loom. I began to 
fear, the possible theme of the final scroll that still lay 
withir the drooping lead foil. That it was another of the 
Art of Weaving Series I had every reason to believe, for the 
texture of the silk, the carving of the roller ends, tassels and 
tag, were identical with those of the scroll in my hands. 


Y hands trembled as I drew out this last scroll. My 
fear was fulfihed, it was that well-known picture 
known as Boiling the Cocoons. There was the 
familiar compound, with the cauldron bubbling under a 
matting-roof, with the woman seated by it, the child squat- 
ting to attend the fire, the other woman approaching with 
a basket of the cocoons, and a mother by the compound- 
wall where two neighbor-women peep over to admire the 
little man-child which she proudly holds up to their gaze. 

Rather quickly the queen asked: “What is it? What 
are they supposed to be doing?” 

I was biting my tongue. The prince bowed inquiringly; 
and when I repeated her question, he bowed again and 
answered what I fear was an expression of anxious inquiry 
on my face with a crisp: “Tell about it!” 

It was now, I knew, too late for any sort of maneuver. 
I hesitated yet longer, too long, and then started lamely that 
the filaments of the silk plant are first, in their raw state, 
rolled into little balls and plunged into boiling water for 
thorough cleansing. I could not raise my eyes to her face. 

It was Mosulla, again, who took unobtrusive command. 
She lifted her eyes once more to the east. Then she bowed 
low and spoke to the queen, who started nervously, like the 
girl she is, and turned her head. I looked too, as did the 
prince. And off there beyond the several li of dim flat roofs 
and the ghostly towers of the Eastern Gate of the city we 
all saw that faint paling in the eastern sky. 

The prince compressed his lips; then said, as if the 
words hurt him: “She must go.” 

The queen, looking up, caught his meaning, I think. She 
lowered her lids with their lovely curling silken fringe and 
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for a moment sat 

downcast. I believe that she 

was, for the first time, afraid. She 

had flown forth on this adventure borne 

on a high wind of passion; but that wind was 

spent. She must now again risk her unique life in crooked 

dark streets. She must creep like a thief into the close-guarded 

palace. All this, I think, she considered now for the first 

time. The prince knelt beside her and took her tenderly 

in his arms. For a brief time she surrendered herself to this 

protecting embrace; but then, slowly, unhappily, she got 

to her feet. More than ever I felt her youth. She was 

a tired little girl who didn’t know what to do. She even 
yawned, and then smiled wistfully. 


of the fire that belonged in her eyes crept back there. 

She was rallying; there is fight in the girl. It occurs to 
me that even the fitful cruelty in which she has often 
indulged, as all the city knows, may be just a high spirit 
that has been guided in no true way. 

I saw her under lip tremble then, and a film of moisture 
cover her eyes. She caught a little sob, turned to the prince 
and flung her arms about his neck and wept there. He, too, 
was moved beyond his strength, To me he said, as he 
caressed her hair and patted her quivering shoulder: 

“Tell her to change her clothes quickly and we will 
mount your fleet horses and ride for our lives to the east. 
Tell her that she shall be my first wife, Queen and Empress 
of Han and of the world.” 

Brokenly, for my own eyes were filling, I repeated this. 
But the queen shook her head. When she could speak she 
said: “We could not even pass through the city gates.” 
For a little longer she clung to him; and then, raising her 
tear-stained’face to his she called out: 

“Tell him I will come again this next night.” I trans- 
lated. The prince, very soberly, bowed. “And tell 
him that I wish one more gift from him.” These words came 
swiftly and somewhat formally. I could not help thinking 
that they were a speech she had learned and felt herself 
impelled now to utter, however mechanically. I am certain 
that she could not have been wholly in a designing mood. 
She is too young; she was utterly shaken. It is true that 
when we lose our self-possession we are quite likely to give 
voice to whatever desire we have brooded over longest in 
our unconscious daily reverie. She ,was, I prefer to think, 
repeating her lesson now. She went on: 

“Tell him that his silks are the most beautiful thing in 
the world. Tell him that I wish the seeds of the silk that 
I may plant them and grow them and myself, with my 
ladies, spin beautiful garments.” 


: | ‘HEN she compressed her lips, and something, a little, 


’ 


looked up into his eyes. I had no need to repeat 

his words. 

But he said again: “She is to come with me and be my 
Empress. I can live with no other. Without her I do not 
wish to live at all.” 

Again she shook her head, when I had found words to 
express this splendid yet heartbreaking desire. 

“They would not let me!” she wailed unhappily. “They 
would never let me!” 

Mosulla touched her. The light was spreading in the east. 
She tore herself from his arms, looked out with sudden terror 


I TRANSLATED again. And he assented instantly. She 






in her eyes, caught Mosulla’s 
wrist and fairly ran away over the roof. 
I heard her saying, “I will come again!” 


That Evening. 

I finally slept. The prince himself awoke me. We broke 
our fast with wine and sweet melons and eggs and the flat 
disks of bread they make in this region. We went in the 
afternoon to the great plaza before the palace. I know 
that he was impressed. A game of polo was in progress, 
and for a time we mingled with the excited crowd. We 
left, however, before the game was over. 


URING the return walk we passed two of the Roman 
soldiers. I saw how closely he regarded them, and 

, hoped he would ask a question; but he didn’t at that 
time. Later, however, as the twilight began settling down 
over the city, and as we sat by the oriel window overlooking 
the garden, sipping wine, it seemed to me that his mind was 
coming around, in a troubled way, to reason of a sort. 
He would sit biting his lower lip and staring out into the 
shadows, only to turn and drink deeply of the wine. At 
length he said, abruptly, “What were those soldiers we 
passed this afternoon?” 

“They were the Romans. 

“Who are the Romans?” 

I told him. I told him of Greece and Egypt and Antioch 
and Mosul and Parthia and Ecbatana and Trebizond, and 
then something of the threatened eastward march of the 
mighty Roman armies that hover even now on the Parthia 
frontier. But then I felt the warm color coming into my 
face and my tongue faltered. 

“Well,” he said, “what is it? What are you leading up to? 
It was so you looked last night when you were telling the 
story of the Cocoon Boiling.” 

He had given me my opening. And then, as I thought 
swiftly of all I have read and learned, of the noble teachings 
of the great, words came to me. Still, he listened. I ex- 
plained to him the full importance to China of her silk trade. 

“You have seen the mulberry tree growing plentifully 
along the highway and here in Balkh,” I continued. “Surely 
it grows farther west, even to the sea that bounds the 
earth. Cultiwation of silk with success here in the west 
would mean, therefore, nothing more serious than importing 
a small quantity of the eggs. You know how rapidly the 
moths can multiply. Let the culture become established in 
the west and China will suffer an injury that never can be 
repaired.” 

Suddenly his fine eyes swept about and fastened on my 
face. “Tell me,” he said, sharply, “when you explained the 
Cocoon Boiling were you truthful?” 

“Forgive me. I was not.” 

“Well!” said he. And again, “Well!” 

“It was to dig to the root of their intriguing with the 
Throne of Han that I was sent to Balkh. I have fathomed 
it. It is Rome that offers to conquer and then surrender 
Parthia in payment for the secret of the silk. And I have 
heard further that a threat accompanies the promise.” 

“A threat to invade Balkh ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Are they strong enough to do that, these Romans?” 

“T believe they are.” 

He sat meditating. Then, suddenly, his face working in 
that same profoundly emotional way, he cried out, “But 
she herself needn’t have come to me—like that!” 

“True. Regarding that point I am myself somewhat 
puzzled.” 

He emptied his cup; stared for a long moment down irito 
the garden; then rushed away. I heard him running up the 


” 





stairs and then 
crossing the roof to 
the pavilion. 

That is as we left it before 
dawn; with an emperor's gifts strewn 
about, and bits of rope and matting and 

lead foil on the floor, and a knife. He would 
not let me touch an article of the precious 
gleaming hoard. And I have shut the servants away. 





The Next Evening. 

She did not come, There has been no word. Mosulla 
does not understand. I permitted her to go to the palace 
this afternoon but she was denied access to the queen, 

It has occurred to me that the palace has taken no action 
whatever regarding Lu. He comes as an accredited envoy, 
and is, of course, of higher rank than I. There has been 
no audience, there have been no gifts; only silence. 


Another Day. 

She has not come. 

Today Ch’ing said: “You think me weak, Jan, I know. 
But I cannot go before I see her. I know it is not her 
fault. I know!” 

He, too, is drinking steadily. What is to become of us! 


Yet Another Day. 

The danger has been, of course, that he will attempt 
some desperate act. He has been very difficult. My heart 
aches for the lad. 

This afternoon I fairly dragged him from his cups and 
led him out for a walk. On our return we stopped at the 
house occupied by Lu and Wen. The street door stood 
ajar. This naturally surprised us. We stepped within. No 
servants appeared. We called aloud, and then went on from 
room to room. 

In the sleeping apartment we found them. Their throats 
had been cut. 


Another strangely silent day passed. 

LL day the prince wavered. He would not go out. The 
hope that was eating his heart had led him beyond 
reason; he even thought, I believe, that she might 

come to him in some disguise through the very light of day. 
Most of the time he kept in his apartment. Each time I 
saw him he was pacing from wall to wali of the longer room. 
I thought of caged tigers. He was not afraid; he was never 
afraid; but his young spirit, after that mad race across 
the world, had suffered a shock. 

I laid before him Mosulla’s plan that we ride out of the 
city in the afternoon dressed as for an exercise canter, 
without led animals or even saddle bags, and then, once 
safely beyond the suburbs, begin the desperate ride eastward. 
Mosulla herself rides like an athletic boy. But he would 
not consider this. In the evening, I approached him and 
began, “Your Majesty.” 

“Tomorrow, Jan, we will go,” he said, gloomily. Again 
his eyes sought the burning west, and his upper lip drew in 
a little way between his teeth. 

It was a dismissal, yet I lingered. I was thinking, if the 
truth were told, of my life; of the old lost orderly living, 
of study and quiet thought and the pleasure of my poems 
which have come so often into my receptive brain like 
flower-petals blown softly into a garden pool. 

Quite suddenly I heard, faintly, the creaking of a rusty 
hinge, and a door or gate softly closed. It seemed to me, 
after that, that a long time passed, a long time in which 
no living thing stirred or breathed. Still later I thought 
I saw, very dimly, a moving shadow below in the garden, 
among the heavier shadows of the poplars and the black 
areas. Not a sound came from the pavilion where the 
prince sat on that divan where she had sat delighting in 
his love and in the treasures he had brought from the 
throne of the world to lay at her feet; but through the 
lattice I could dimly see him, sitting with his noble head 
sunken into his hands; the moonbeams slanted in upon him, 
and a very little light came from the glowing brazier. 

[Turn to page 27] 
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Minute after min- 
ute Endress waited. 
There was not the 
slightest noise or 
movement in the 


room 

E had both oars in his hands. There was ab 
solutely nothing for him to do except to con 
tinue to gaze at that exceedingly steady and level 

pistol muzzle of his companion 
Row me ashore,” said the youth calmly. And 
fter a few strokes—‘“Pull on your left oar. Do 

you hear what I say 

Never had Rudolph Gray been more enraged, more mor 
tified in all his career; and never had he been as helpless 
Had it not been so humiliating he might have seen some 
trace of humor about his situation. He glared at the young 
bandit in impotent fury, but all he could see above the 
upturned collar of the reefer was a curly head and two 
dangerous eyes that glinted at times when starlight touched 
them. He was rowing well out midstream, now, and 
was told to come about and continue south Which, 
after another inspection of the pistol muzzle and the two 

eyes behind it, he did, grimly, and in silence 
Presently the young fellow lowered the weapon so that 


his pistol hand rested on his knee exactly level with the pit 
olf Grays stomach 

“Now,” said the boy, “I’m going to ask you a few 
questions. And the first is, do you know who I am?” 

“No,” replied Gray sullenly 

“Who do you think I am?” 
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Characters Involved in the Mystery 


\ RUDOLPH GRAY, who has been detailed by the 
] government to find a certain MARIE HALKETT, sus- 
l pected of being a rum-runner and murderess. 


i JOSS ENDRESS, who has joined his friend Gray in 

H the hunt and who, when shown a photograph of Marie 
Halkett, recognizes in her the erstwhile companion of 
his cousin, ILSA ENDRESS. 


Leaving Endress to search the old Halkett house, Gray 
goes to the deserted ferry-boat, “Marie Halkett,” and there 
finds a young man who, after promising to give him 
valuable information, suddenly draws a revolver. 
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rat, bootlegger—how should I know?” 

“Why did you follow me and steal 
my boat?” 

“You wouldn’t understand.” 

“That’s it! I don’t understand; 
but I mean to find out who is follow- 
ing me about and why, because I’ve 
had enough of it.” 

Mad as he was, this interested 
Gray “Have other people followed 
you?” he asked 

“Keep on rowing,” said the youth 
dryly, “and I'll do the questioning 
Now, what do you and the others 
want of me?” 

“All I wanted of you was to tell 
me where to find a certain Marie 
Halkett 

“Why do you want to find Marie 
Halkett ?” 

“To do her a kindness—if you've 
got to know, young man.” 

“A kindness! You? Do you want 
me to tell you what you are? You 
are either a government agent or one 
of Noakes’ gang. I hope you're only a 
government agent. If you're the other, 
I ought to shoot you. I ought to kill 
you right here and now.” 

Gray continued to row and try to 
rid himself of a most unpleasant feel- 

ing concerning this perfectly cold- 
blooded and murderous young 
bandit. He said, presently, “Who 
is Noakes?” 

“You don’t know, do you?” 
retorted the young man in a 
dangerously rising voice 

“No, I don’t. But I’m going 
to make it my business to find 
out.” 

“Your business?” 

“Exactly. I’ve heard of a man 
named Noakes. He’s a rum- 

runner, isn’t he? I suppose you’re one of his bunch—one 
of his crew, perhaps—for all I know.” 

“Oh. I see. That is why you followed me.” 

“No. I told you the reason.” 

“If you're interested in Noakes you must be either a 
bootlegger or a government agent. But I suppose you'll lie.” 

“No; I won't. I’m in the government service. Shoot, if 
you're going to! But it’s Marie Halkett I’m trying to find; 
I'm not interested in you, you young thug!” 

“What does a government agent want of Marie Halkett ?” 

“I want to do her a kindness, I tell you. What that 
kindness is concerns her alone.” 


SLIGHT, unpleasant, incredulous laugh sounded from 
A the depths of the reefer 
“You want to present her with a pair of bracelets,” 

said the boy. “You don't have to lie to me; I’m not going 
to shoot you unless you try tricks. Pull on your right oar. 
There! Keep her so ; Anyway, I’m glad you're 
only a government agent. If ever you find Noakes, hold 
him tight. Tight! Hold him for robbery, for bootlegging, 
for piracy. Ask him about the Tikyi! Ask him about the 
Mabel G. And about—” 

There fell a dead silence. The youth found his voice 
again and controlled it: 


“Some young bandit—some river- * 


“You government agents never catch anybody—never 
stop anything. It all goes right on under your noses—rum- 
running, bribery, theft, robbery. There’s piracy—piracy, I 
tell you—committed today on the high seas. You haven’t 
heard of it. Vessels are chased, shot at, boarded, taken, 
scuttled! Murder is done in the taking of them.” 

Gray said grimly: “You're a sorehead from Noakes’ 
crew. Come on; squeal! Spit it out! There'll be plenty 
of money in it for you. That’s what you're after isn’t it?” 

ree” 

“What then? Spit it!” 

“You'd be surprised,” retorted the boy in a mocking 
voice. “And you tell your brothers to lay off that Marie 
Halkett business. What are they bothering her for? She 
hasn’t done anything.” 

“Isn’t rum-running something?” 

“Well, she’s shipped on rum-runners, too. But not for 
that reason—it’s no use teliing you or anybody. She knows 
what she’s after; and it’s neither rum nor money. Tell 
your friends to let her alone.” 


RAY said, “Probably you’ve been on a cruise with 
her; you seem to know so much about her.” 
“I have.” 

“And are you trying to tell me Marie Halkett’s straight ?” 

“Yes; I’m telling you that.” 

Within him Gray’s heart leaped. But he said: “How 
about that Quillan affair at Basking Shark Inlet?” 

The boy’s silence seemed to be that of astonishment. He 
said at last: “Why, that Basking Shark Inlet affair was 
nothing. Was it?” 

“Well, it was murder—if you call that nothing.” 

“Murder!” 

“Certainly. Terry Quillan, a revenue agent, was mur- 
dered, wasn’t he?” 

“Quillan? Murdered?” 

“Three bullets chopped his heart into a hash. Bullets 
that fitted the caliber and were missing from the clip of 
Marie Halkett’s pistol. And there was a round bit of blue 
cloth bitten out of the arm of her jacket that they found 
between Quillan’s teeth. And his shirt had been set afire 
by the close range—” 

“Do they suppose,” burst out the boy, “that Marie 
Halkett killed him? Is that why the agents are after her?” 

“Didn’t she know it when she tied the police matron to 
a bedpost ?” 


HE boy said slowly: “She never dreamed of such a 

thing. I know Marie Halkett as well as I know any- 

body. She was ignorant of the murder. She did come 
ashore at Basking Shark from the schooner, Dog-Star. I 
was there. The Dog-Stgr is a rum-runner. She landed five 
hundred cases. After they had been taken inland Quillan 
came rushing through the inlet in a noisy gasoline launch— 
behaved, in fact, as if he meant to run us down in the ship’s 
boat. But we just laughed at him and pulled for the Dog- 
Star, which lay three miles out. And that’s all Marie Hal- 
kett or I or anybody from the Dog-Star saw of Terry 
Quillan.” 

“What about the cartridges missing from the gun-clip 
and the bitten sleeve of the reefer in her valise?” 

“Do you think she’d have left the satchel there if it 
had been hers?” 

“Do you know whose satchel it was?” 

“I do. I was in Norfolk, Virginia. A sailor lad brought 
the satchel ashore from the Black Flag, schooner. I was 
ashore from the Dog-Star. He met me on the street looking 
for the hotel where Captain Lindsey, of the Black Flag, was 
stopping. We went to the hotel together. I saw a tag on 
the satchel. On it was written ‘H. Noakes.’ I saw Marie 
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He pulled up a chair, seated himself, and looked hard at the sleeper 


Halkett in the lobby. She spoke to the lad from the Black 
Flag. She saw the name on the tag. She told the lad she 
knew Noakes and would take the satchel to Lindsey. 

“She had it in her hand, and was asking for Noakes, or 
Lindsey, when detectives or other agents arrested her. She 
was dressed like a sailorman and they had to send for the 
police matron. The things in the satchel didn’t belong to 
her. She looked into it and saw some wigs and women’s 
clothes. Then the matron came, and the detectives left; 
and Marie Halkett knocked the matron senseless with a 
blackjack and tied her up and went off about her business. 
And that’s the story—if you want the truth.” 

“In Quillan’s fist was a wisp of curly chestnut hair like 
Marie Halkett’s.” 

“There was a chestnut wig in the satchel.” 

“How do you know?” 

“From Marie Halkett.” 

Gray said: “I’d give ten thousand dollars to believe all 
you’ve told me. What do you think of that?” 

“You needn’t pay to believe it. It’s true.” 

“You tell me Marie Halkett is no criminal?” 

“IT do.” 

“Only a rum-runner?” 

“Not even that.” 

“Well, will you tell me what she’s doing in sailorman’s 
clothes aboard a rum-runner in the bootleg fieet ?” 

“No,” said the youth, “I won’t tell you. Backwater, 
there! We're landing. Now, run her bow into the sand.” 

As he spoke the boy stood up suddenly, pistol in hand. 

“Maybe you're lying; maybe you’re one of Noakes’ men. 
I can’t tell. He has smooth young men like you with him, 


they say. All the same, whatever you are, mind your busi- 
ness,” added the boy, menacing Gray with leveled pistol. 
And the next instant he had sprung ashore and was gone in 
the darkness. But his clear, youthful, mocking voice came 
back from somewhere in obscurity: “I’ve kept my word. 
You've learned something about Marie Halkett tonight!” 

It came to Gray in a flash. “You are Marie Halkett!” 
he cried. No sound came from the darkness ashore. 


N spite of his confidence in Rudolph Gray, founded upon 

over-seas experiences together, Josiah Endress was be- 

coming concerned, It was now nearly one o’clock in the 
morning. 

Twice Endress went out across the foggy flat which once 
had been a lawn; waited listening; and slowly returned to 
the empty old house. A quarter of an hour latér he went 
cut again. The belt of mist had now become a white fog, 
palely luminous under unseen stars. “What the devil has 
happened to Rudolph?” he muttered, scowling at the 
luminous dial of his watch. 

Once the distant vibration of a train rushing through 
darkness came to his ears. This, and the interminable call- 
ing of the hylas, med to render the silence more intense. 
As he stood there, beginning to be conscious of some anxiety, 
he heard a distant noise in the direction of the lane—or 
thought he did—as though somebody were moving in the 
woods. He waited; walked a little way toward the lane; 
waited again, listening. At moments it seemed to him as 
though he could hear stealthy movements somewhere in the 
fog. Perhaps he imagined it. He did not wish to call. It 
might not be his comrade, Gray; it might be the others 


returning. After a while he concluded it was not anybody 
at all—possibly a rabbit hopping through the thicket—or 
some other small nocturnal creature of the wild, perhaps— 
or perhaps only a slight breeze aloft, stirring unseen treetops 
He lingered yet a little while there in the mist, then slowly 
retraced his steps to the vicinity of the house. And, as he 
prowled around it toward the rear, an odd, yellowish radiance 
in the mist attracted his attention and halted him. For a 
few moments he was unable to account for it or to determine 
its origin; then, to his astonishment, he perceived that the 
right rear window of the house was illuminated, so was the 
doorway inside the partly open door. He had left no candle 
burning within; but now a lighted one glimmered in the 
hallway on the pine table to the right of the back door. 
And when he advanced to the doorway and peered inside 
he noticed that the written sheet of paper which he had left 
lying on the table was no longer there. 

Could Gray possibly have entered the house, unnoticed 
by him because of the fog? Who else then? The young 
man of the barn? The gray old man with unpleasant black 
eyes? Both, perhaps. Yet, he hoped and believed it was 
Rudolph Gray. 


way into the hall listened, stepped stealthily into the 
dining-room; and saw that the door there was barely 
ajar and that a light was burning in the sitting-room beyond. 
Now, with his eyes to the door-crack, he presently dis- 
covered a man seated there beside the marble-topped center 
table. He was reading the letter addressed to Marie Halkett. 
The man wore a blue reefer and a blue worsted cap pulled 


foe an gazed at the lighted candle, advanced a little 





over his ears; and he seemed to be young—scarcely more 
than a lad 

At last he leisurely laid the letter aside; then he 
straightened up in his chair, yawning aloud and stretch- 
ing both arms toward the ceiling. Still yawning he rose 
to his feet, taking up the candles from the table; went 
out wearily into the hallway, stood a moment looking 
sleepily about; walked to the rear door, bolted it; blew out 
the candles on the pine table, and returned slowly through 
the hallway and up the stairs, yawning at every lagging 
step. Perhaps because the dormer windows had no shutters, 
and because light might betray him to anybody prowling 
outside, the youth extinguished his candle as he passed along 
the upper gallery 

However, he seemed to know his way; and Endress, 
treading the carpet in silent pursuit, heard him enter Gray’s 
room 


RAY’S two suit-cases stood in a recess between the 
washstand and bureau, and would have been visible 


if there had been any light. But the stranger did not 


even strike a match. Endress, close beside the door, heard 
him strip off his coat; heard his shoes fall onto the carpet; 
heard the bed creak as though he had dropped upon it and 
was lying there, limp, as though too tired to stir a finger 
Minute after minute Endre waited. There was not the 


slightest noise or movement in the room; not even the sourd 
of breathix 

Cautiously Endress consulted the phosphorescent dial of 
his wrist-watch After twenty minutes he pocketed it, 
pulled his electric torch from his pocket, entered the room, 
and turned a blinding flood of light upon the bed 

The sleeper, in flannel shirt and dark blue breeches, lay 
facing the wall. He never stirred, so deep apparently was 
his ep 


He seemed to be a frail, thin lad, very young ap- 
parently. The only feature noticeable was the bright, thick 
chestnut hair, cropped close at the nape but otherwise 
curling over his head 

Endress, leaving his torch turned on, laid it on the wash- 


stand, lighted the candle and lowered the two dark green 


} | 
SHaaes 
Now he extinguished his torch and pocketed it; and, 


taking the caution to drop his pistol «nto the right side 


pocket of his coat, he went over to the bed. For a few 
moments he gazed at the sleeper’s back. The boy was 
so young that he looked almost girlish, particularly around 
the neck and back of the head. The sun-tanned curve of 


his cheek, too, was as full and smooth as a girl's 

Endress touched him slightly on the shoulder. The lad 
stirred, turned over, buried a sleep-flushed face behind 
one bent arm as though to screen his eyes from the light 
And now Endress perceived that this was a mere boy in his 
teens—a smooth-skinned, sunburned boy, too weary to 
awake, too heavy-eyed with sleep to know where he was. 
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But Endress noticed 
that his slender, tanned 
fist, doubled up in sleep, 
still clutched the letter ad- 
dressed to Marie Halkett. 
He pulled up a _ chair, 
seated himself, and looked hard at the sleeper. And after a 
moment, it came to him with something of a shock that 
the boy was not asleep but was watching him stealthily out 
of eyes almost completely closed. 

“Oh,” said Encress, “you’re awake, are you? Well, I'll 
be jiggered!” 

Except to open two grayish eyes the boy did not stir. 

“What the deuce are you doing in this house?” demanded 
Endress 

“I thought it was empty.” The boyish treble matched 
the ensemble. 

“What are you—a tramp?” inquired Endress. 

‘I’ve tramped some.” 

“I get you . . And you're doing a little house- 
breaking on the side. Where did you get that letter in 
your fist ?” 

“Downstairs.” 

“What interests you in notes written to somebody named 
Marie Halkett ?” 

“What interests you in them?” returned the boy, calmly. 

“Look here, my lad, I’m questioning you, I want to 
know why you stole those two notes addressed to Marie 
Halkett.” 

“I picked them up. There was nothing else to read.” 

“Why do you lie?” 

“I've told you the truth, . . . You can have the 
two letters if you want them.” 

“IT want you to tell me what you know about this Marie 
Halkett, whose mail you stole.” 


HE boy lay still, his unalarmed gray eyes on Endress. 
After a while: 
“Are you a government agent?” he inquired coolly. 

“Never mind what I am. Where is Marie Halkett? 
You tell me where to find Marie Halkett.” 

“Will you let me go if I tell you?” 

“You may lie to me. How am I to know?” 

“If I tell you where she is and show her to you—will 
you let me go?” 

“Look here, young fellow, don’t pull any of that,” said 
Endress in a sharper tone. 





“Do you real- 
ize,” he said, 
“that you are 
suspected of 
rum - running, 
piracy, and 
murder?” 


“I’m only asking you to 
play square. I'll show you 
Marie Halkett if you'll let 

° me go. Will you?” 

“I—certainly I'll let you 
go if you show me the Marie 
Halkett to whom this letter 
is addressed,” said Endress. 

“Would you know her if 
you saw her?” 

“Don’t let that worry 
you, son. Show her to me; 
I'll know her if she’s Marie 
Halkett.” 

The boy lay looking at 
him out of narrowed eyes. 

He said: “How do I know you'll let me go? How do I 

know you are not lying to me?” 

At that Endress got very red—so plainly angry and 
flushed that the boy, lying there, seemed to come to some 
instant conclusion 

“The bargain,” he said, “is this: the moment I show 
you Marie Halkett I am free to go, and you promise not 
to detain me Is that your word of honor?” 

“Can you take me to Marie Halkett tonight?” 

“on.” 

“And you will take me into the very presence of Marie 
Halkett ?” 

“Yes—if you will give me your word of honor to let me 
go the moment you set eyes on her. Will you?” 

“T will, on my word of honor,” said that honorable and 
amateur detective. 

The boy lay quite still for a few moments; then he 
laughed; and, still laughing, swung himself upright to the 
edge of the bed and sat there with his legs hanging over. 


ITH that movement, and the grace of it—an ex- 

quisitely awkward grace—a horrid sort of surmise 

took indefinable shape within the brain of Mr. En- 
dress. It developed into a suspicion—a dreadful one. He 
opened his mouth to speak, to avert, somehow, what im- 
pended realizing all the time that he was already utterly 
committed—beginning to understand his own enormous 
asininity—the incredible awfulness of his disastrous posi- 
tion. And he saw the youth of her laughing at him out of 
malicious gray eyes—eyes still alert and wary of treachery, 
yet dauntless, mocking, and gathering confidence in the 
integrity of this young man, upon which she had staked 
everything. 

“My God,” he said. “Won't you even give me a chance, 
Miss Halkett ?” 

“What chance?” she asked, sitting there on the bed’s edge, 
and now perfectly certain that she had made no mistake 
in him. 

“Will you listen long enough to let me tell you why I 
am looking for you?” he asked, miserably. 

“You're a government agent, are you not? But a 
gentleman? I took that chance. I think I’ve won, haven’t 1?” 

“T’ll keep my word,” said Endress in mortified tones; 
“and I’m not in the government service, either. I’m—well, 
besides being a damned fool, I’m an architect of sorts. You 
know my cousin—my second cousin, Ilsa Endress.” 

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Marie Halkett, “are you 
Josiah ?” 

(Turn to page 36] 
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4 By In this dainty masquerade 
: 4 See the Campbell's youth and maid! 
te Partners both in health and mirth ies ibe 


Proving what good food is worth! 


Good 
old-fashioned 
Vegetable 








—but they never tasted it 
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a the whole world over to get the very finest Soup for health— 
you | ingredients, as Campbell’s do. They could every day! 
you 4 not give a life-time to soup-making, as 
te | Campbell’s chefs do. Fifteen delicious 
= | vegetables—substantial cereals—beef broth 
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Conclusion 








P| AVING tasted the first young fruitage of 
ie is success, both Norma and Constance began 
mie ‘Y to urge Natalie to join them in their work 
ete! But Natalie preferred the business world 
Two actresses were quite enough in one 
family, she maintained. Moreover, she felt 
that I would soon need help with the management of 
Norma’s and Constance’s ever increasing mail and thus 
he won her point, although from time to time the girls 
broke forth again and tried to tempt Natalie afresh. 

Then came for Norma an offer from D. W. Griffith! 

“Life,” Norma said, “is just one exciting event after 
another.” We all agreed. Griffith! Out of the rank 
and file of filmdom, he stood head high, purposeful and 
potent! To be singled out by him, meant to join hands 
with the elect 

“Of course, Norma cannot go to Los Angeles alone,” 
I said 

“But what shall I do?” wailed Constance, “I don’t 
want to stay here alone, either. Why, Peg, I couldn't 
possibly remain by myself, without you and Norma and 
Natalie. Yet, if I go to California I'll lose my chance 
at the Vitagraph 

“Constance, I promise you that I'll see that you do 
et a chance, if you'll only come with us, dear,” Norma 
said. “I realize it may seem selfish to take you away 
from Vitagraph, just because I’ve had the offer, but I’m 











“Shooting” a 
costume 
scene 


sure we ought to go. Just think, Constance—Griffith ! 
we all know what that mean And then, the salary, 
and the travel, and all of that.” 

Constance arose and snapped dramatic fingers 


“Write Mr. Griffith on your best party stationery,” she 
said, “that the three Miss Talmadges and their mother 
are packing tonight!” 

Only Mr. Talmadge, whom the girls always call by 
his first name, Fred, just as they call me, Peg, remained in thinness peculiar to girls at that age. This 


Norma and Will Hays, the “Czar” of 
the Motion Picture Industry 






















the east to continue in the advertising business, which made her a difficult type to cast for many 
necessitated his constantly traveling on the road. Three parts. But despite these natural handicaps, 
days later we were en route she was making progress after her fashion. 
Stars in the making . . . It was during these days at the Triangle 
Norma made seven pictures under Griffith, the first of Studio that my daughters met Dorothy 
which was “Missing Links.” Norma declared from the and Lillian Gish, and these friendships 
tart that she could “feel herself grow” under his direction. have never waned. Norma and _ Lillian 
“My ambitions are coming true,” she used to say, delightedly ; spent their leisure hours reading together, 
and certainly her work did improve marvelously. whilst Dorothy and Constance were in 
While Norma was mounting ever higher separable in “crime!” They were well 
and higher, Constance was playing matched, those two daredevils, and they still 
small, though rather significant, are. When they are separated they spend part 
/ parts at the Griffith Studio, of their time sending wires and day letters to 
for Norma, as good as her one another, and when they are in the same 
word, had seen to that, city they go to dances, theaters 
Y, very shortly after our and parties together. It 
arrival on the coast was at this time that Mr. 
Constance was’ Griffith gave Constance Constance, 





Buster Keaton, 
and his son 


Chance in his 


then sixteen; her Big 
production, 


tall, thin, with great 
the sort of 
awkward, 
bony 



































“Intolerance.” This was such an important event in 
Constance’s career that it deserves a special chapter. 

But I haven’t yet mentioned Natalie’s first meeting with 
Buster Keaton. Natalie had become so expert by this time 
that her valuable experience in handling mail, interviewing 
people and general secretarial duties began to earn her a 
reputation as a very level-headed and capable young busi- 
ness woman, and the Comique Film Company made her an 
offer to become financial manager and assistant to the 
studio manager. Buster Keaton was then playing in the 
Comique pictures, and in due time he and Natalie dis 
covered that they had a lot of interests in common, He 
used to come home with her for dinner now and then, 
and all three of the girls were quite devoted to him 

At the expiration of the Triangle-Fine Arts contract, 
several other producing and releasing companies began 

negotiations with both Norma and Constance. Whil« 
we were being imtetviewed by various good, bad 

and indifferent producers, Fate took the 
decision into her own hands by leading 
Joseph M. Schenck into our lives. He 
was just beginning, then, to be 
interested in the production of photo 
plays, his main time being occupied 
as general rnanager of the Marcus 

Loew chain of theaters. 

With a mother’s premoni- 
tion I sensed, almost 
from the beginning, that 
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T'he world’s three most famous sisters in a moment of relaxation from the strenuous work of the studio [Turn to page 30] 
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Shirts 
enjoy the gentle 


soapy water. 
sets them free 
from dirt, and 
they retain their 
youthful color. 


Baby’s rompersare 
delighted to escape 
destructive rubbing. 
Fels-Naptha makes 
them cl.an and 

sweet by soaking. 


Stockings 

know they give 
Fels-Naptha a real 
test. Yet all the 
. dirt, tspiration 
and odors are com- 
pletelytaken away, 
: and every threa 

\} is clean, 


could talk ~ 


“We want Fels-Naptha!” they would shout in 
chorus. Self-defense would prompt them to do it! 


Do you think clothes relish hard rubbing, or the 
pulling, straining and tearing of their tender fibres that 
result from ordinary washing, and shorten their life? 
They do enjoy the safe quick way in which Fels-Naptha 
separates the dirt from their delicate meshes. 








Why? The real naptha in Fels-Naptha not only 
loosens surface dirt easily —it goes deep down through 
every thread and unlocks the grip of ground-in dirt com- 
pletely. The soapy water flushes it away and the clothes 


are thoroughly clean and sweet and wholesome. The original and genuine naptha soap, 
‘ in the red-and-green wrapper. Buy 
All clothes need Fels-Naptha Cleanliness! And you it in the convenient ten-bar carton. 


need the saving in work—and in wear on your clothes. 


There has never been anything like this unusual 
combination of real naptha and splendid soap for safely 
making clothes clean and healthful. It is the exclusive 
blending of these two great safe cleaners that gives 
Fels-Naptha its double cleansing value. Get Fels-Naptha 
at your grocer’s today, and treat your clothes to 
Fels-Naptha Cleanliness! 





You can tell Fels-Naptha PROVE the quick, safe, and thorough work of Fels-Naptha. Send 2c in 
by its clean naptha odor. stamps for sample bar. Address Fels-Naptha Soap, Philadelphia 
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THE GOLDEN BAR WITH THE CLEAN NAPTHA ODOR‘*#2#2* 
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“You took my money!” 
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He stood looking at her, avoiding her direct gaze 


The ‘Red Sweater 
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Ke 34 father’s 
Rama nt long 
boots on 
which the grayed mud had dried in scaly flakes. Her eyes 
were wistful, her lips mutinous., 

Pa, I'd like one like this—red.” She pointed to the 
picture of a bright vermillion sweater on the colored plate 
of a mail-order catalogue lying open on the table 

Under his sparse, grizzled beard Hiram Goodwell’s jaw 
muscles twitched with irritation. He pulled on his boots 
Effie was forever wanting, forever asking for things. She 

emed to know the secret hold she had on his heart. Ever 

nee d been a baby he'd been soft with her. No one 
in the world but Effie could coax and wheedle him. Not 
even | vife, Mary, in their courting days had had the hold 
over him Effie had He had the reputation of being the 
hardest and tightest man in Essex County, some said in all 
Connecticut. He loved Effie in his own way; but he didn’t 
believe young folks should be spoilt 

Hirar tood wy tamped his feet into his boots and 
looked down at his daughter She stood close beside him 
Whenever she hung around him this way before he went to 
town } ld be certain she wanted something 


ie tied up the ear laps of his worn muskrat cap. The 
next day was Christmas All week there had been hints 
Effie wanted a red sweater. His boy, new ice skates. Ice 
skates! A good stout pair of shoes was what Tom would 
get. And the wife At least Mary had common sense. She 
never expected foolish, extravagant things. She needed goods 
for a new skirt for church. A man had to keep his wife 
decently dressed 
“Pal” His daughter's voice was low. hesitant 

I send off for this sweater in the catalocue here 
cheaper and prettier than any down to the store. 


“Couldn't 
It ’s lots 


By May Freud Dickenson 


Hiram jerked on 
his grease - stained 
mittens. His bleak 


Illustrated by Robert W. Stewart eyes hardened. “I 


never saw no sense 

in throwing money 
away, Effie. I’ve still got credit on my potatoes down to 
Henry Garland’s store.” He crossed the room, took a key 
from behind the clock on the mantel, and opened the drawer 
of the side table, and reaching in, drew out a shabby wallet 
and put it in the inside pocket of his greatcoat. 

“You—got plenty of money there, pa,” she sulked. 

He ignored her remark. Plenty of money! Forty-eight 
dollars, to be exact. But there was nearly thirty to his 
credit down at Henry’s and over a thousand in Blakely’s 
Bank. He sighed. A thousand dollars, the tangible result 
of years of toil, of hours of back-breaking weeding, hoeing, 
chores. And Effie wanted him to throw part of it away 
on foolishness. That was the one point on which it was 
beyond his power to yield. The money had a grip on his soul. 


E went out of the kitchen and climbed into his weather- 

beaten flivver. His boy, Tom, was dawdling around 

the engine. Hanging around, too, to hint about a 
Christmas present. A swift, angry impatience seized the 
man. The boy cranked the car, wiped his forehead and 
looked up eagerly. 

“Pa, all the fellers are gettin’ new ice skates this year.” 

Hiram drove off without reply. At the turn of the road 
he looked back. He could see Effie standing at the kitchen 
window. Hiram stopped at the crossroads. A ragged fringe 
of dirty icicles dripped from the eaves of Henry Garland’s 
general store. Hiram opened the door and went in. 

Hiram drew off his stiff mittens and held his chilled hands 
out toward the stove. Henry Garland was busy, waiting on 
Blakely’s two girls. Silly chits, giggling like a couple of 
idiots, and homely, too. With a glow of pride he thought 


» of his girl Effie. Folks agreed she was the 
best-looking girl in town. And good, too! 
Not given to dressing up and clicking around 
in high-heeled shoes. His eyes swept the 
figures of the two Blakely girls with contempt 
His Effie helped at home; she baked and 
cooked and cleaned up. Effie never asked for 
much, either—the red sweater! 

“Well, Hiram, a merry Christmas, and what 
can I be showing you?” Hiram Goodwell 
cleared his throat. 

“There’s still some cash to my account on 
them potatoes, ain’t there, Henry?” 

“Believe there is, Hiram.” 

“T want a piece of good, strong serge for 
the wife—black—and a pair of shoes for the 
boy.” 

The purchases were soon wrapped in stiff 
brown paper. 

“T'll be looking at a sweater now, for Effie 
She needs a new one.” 

“A nice, red one, Hiram. The very thing 
would suit Miss Effie. Brand new stock I 
just got in from New York. Slip-ons, they 
call ’em. All the girls are wearin’ ’em.” 

“’Tain't none too warm.” Hiram felt the 
thin yarn between lean, bony fingers. “How 
much is it, Henry ?” 

“It’s pure wool.” Henry consulted the tag 
“It’s $5.75.” 

“$5.75! That’s considerable money. Ain't 
you got something cheaper.” 

The storekeeper scratched behind his ear 
with the stub of a pencil. “Here’s a real 
serviceable article, Hiram—$3.95.” He laid 
a heavy sweater on the counter. “’Taint all 
wool, of course; but it wears like iron.” 


IRAM felt the harsh roughness of the 

wool between thumb and forefinger. It 

was a dull, ugly brown—the color of the 
frozen mud on the ice-rutted road. 

He hesitated, stroking his sharp, bristling 
chin. His glance roved from the drab brown 
to the bright red. Mentally he did a sum in 
arithmetic. $5.75 and $3.95. Less than two 
dollars difference. Still, money came hard 
and went easy. Two dollars represented a 
might of sweat and work. How many potatoes 
had he had to plant and dig and ship for two 
dollars! It wasn’t as if the brown sweater 
weren’t as warm. It was thicker. It would 
wear better. But Effie wanted a red one. Her 
delicate face, framed in its braids of light hair, 
floated before him. His Effie! 

He cleared his throat. He tried to tell 
Henry he would take the red sweater, but the 
words would not come. 

“I guess that brown one will do.” He 
heard his own voice. It seemed as if someone 
else were speaking while he stood by, powerless 
to interfere. 

“I got some real pretty red-paper bells, 
only ten cents. Shall I put in a couple?” 

Hiram did not answer. He carried his 
packages out to the Ford. There were holly 
wreaths in the Blakelys’ parlor windows 
Foolishness! The faint music of a phonograph 
followed him as he drove past on to the 
post office. 

Hiram found in his mail a letter for Effie 
on the paper of the Droversville Hotel. Who 
could be writing to Effie from Droversville ? 
Hiram pocketed the letter thoughtfully. 

“Howdy, Hiram! Merry Christmas!” It 
was old Joe Grugan who lived five miles down 
the Droversville road 

“How’s all the folks. Well, I hope. And 
the gal? There’s a pretty piece of petticoat 
for you.” Again Hiram felt a glow of pride 

“See she and that there young hardware salesman from 
Droversville appear to be gettin’ right friendly.” 

Hiram stiffened. “How’s that, Joe?” 

“Got to watch the gals when they begin steppin’ out 
Never hold too tight a rein on a colt. That’s my motto.” 

Hiram got into his car and drove slowly toward home. So 
Effie had been carrying on with some traveling fellow from 
Droversville ! 

Something deep inside him hurt. Effie was growing up. 
was no longer a child, would soon be a woman. He missed 
the little Effie of long ago. Thick yellow curls about the 
eager face! She used to run to meet him when he came 
home from the fields. The quick pressure of her thin arms 
about his neck! He had been certain of her love then. It 
was different now. It was only when he gave her something 
she liked or did what she wanted that she showed him a 
glimpse of that old warmth he missed so deeply. 

He could not bear the thought of ever losing her. 

His glance fell distastefully on the bulky bundle that 
contained the sweater. Perhaps he should have bought 
her the red one, the kind she wanted. He might turn 
back even yet and get Henry to change it. Effie would 
be pleased then. She might even throw her arms around 
his neck. Last fall when he had bought her the pair of 
party shoes from the County Fair she had kissed him. He 
would drive back and get Henry to change the sweater. 

Hiram’s hands gripped the steering wheel—hesitated. He 
had just gas enough to get back home. If he turned back 
he'd have to fill his tank at the garage, and there they always 
managed to cheat him. Effie was lighting the hanging- 
lamp in the hall as Hiram turned in at the gate. The supper 
table was set; his wife and the boy were waiting for him. 
The air was filled with expectancy. 

Hiram laid his packages on the side table, took out his 
wallet, laid it in the drawer and sat down to pull off his 
boots. Effie brought his slippers. Her hands trembled with 
suppressed excitement; but neither she nor her brother nor 
mother dared question the father as to what he had brought 
home for Christmas. 

The supper progressed in silence. Hiram drank two cups 
of scalding tea. He was chilled, chilled and hungry. His 
wife, a gray wisp of 4 woman, watched him eat. She noted 
the number of biscuits he ate, the zest with which he 
buttered them. She forgot to eat, herself. 

Effie pushed a cup of tea toward her mother. “Eat your 
supper, ma. Your tea’s getting cold.” 

Hiram looked up. His gaze lingered on the girl’s face. It 
was flushed. He had never before realized how pretty she was. 
[Turn to page 63] 
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see it and not admire it. 


If you want to be attractive to other people—bdegin with your skin! 
Overcome its defects—learn to care for it in the way that will keep 


cA girl’s skin can be a constant humiliation to her—or it can be one 
of the loveliest things about her, so fresh and sweet that no one can 


it flawlessly clear and smooth, with a fresh natural color 
satisfaction you will feel in having a beautiful complexion will 


The 


more than repay you for the few minutes of regular care that you 


spend on it every day. 








_A 


Your skin can be as lovely as any woman’s 


—if you give it the right 


Dow be a fatalist about your skin! 


Don’t say to yourself that you have a 
naturally poor complexion, just as some 
women have a naturally good complexion. 


A poor complexion is never natural to 
anyone. 


If there is something about your skin 
that keeps it from being attractive—if it 
is pale and sallow, or excessively oily, or 
disfigured with blackheads—with blem- 
ishes—then you can be sure that you are 
not giving your skin the right kind of care. 


Begin now to overcome this condition! 
You can make your skin what you will, 
for each day it is changing; old skin dies 
and new takes its place. Give this new skin 
the special treatment it should have, and 
see how smooth and lovely you can keep 
it—how quickly the defects in it will 
disappear. 

The following treatments have helped 
thousands of women to overcome two 
very common skin troubles—blackheads 
and blemishes— 

A special treatment for blemishes 


Just before retiring, wash your face with warm 
water and Woodbury’s Facial Soap, finishing with 


Copyright, 1923, by The Andrew Jergens Co 


, dash of cold water. Then dip the tips of your 
fingers in warm water and rub them on the cake of 
Woodbury’s until they are covered with a heavy 
cream-like lather. Cover each blemish with a 
thick coat of this and leave it on for ten minutes. 
Then rinse very carefully, first with clear hot water, 
then with cold. 


T 


S 


keep your skin free from blackheads 


Every night before retiring, apply hot cloths to 
your face until the skin is reddened. Then with 
a rough wash cloth work up a heavy lather of 
Woodbury’s Facial Soap and rub it into the pores 
thoroughly, always with an upward motion. Rinse 
with clear hot water, then with cold. If possible 
rub your face for thirty seconds with a piece of ice. 


To remove blackheads already formed substitute 
a flesh brush for the wash cloth in this treatment. 
Then protect the fingers with a handkerchief and 
press out the blackheads. 
The first time you use a Woodbury treat- 
ment it will leave your skin with a slightly 
drawn, tight feeling. This means that your 
skin is responding in the right way to a 
more thorough and stimulating form of 
cleansing. After you have used the treat- 
ment once or twice, this drawn feeling 
will disappear, and you will begin to notice 
how much clearer and smoother your skin 
is becoming. 


The treatments given on this page are 
only two of the famous skin treatments 
contained in the booklet, “A Skin You 
Love to Touch” which is wrapped around 


CAVE 


every cake of Woodbury’s Facial Soap. 
In this booklet you will find a special 
treatment for each different type of skin 
and its needs. 


Get a cake of Woodbury’s Facial Soap 
and begin to-night the right treatment for 
your skin! Within a week or ten days 
you will see a marked improvement. 


A 25-cent cake of Woodbury’s lasts a 
month or six weeks for regular use, in- 
cluding any of the special treatments. The 
same qualities that give Woodbury’s its 
beneficial effect in overcoming common 
skin troubles make it ideal for regular 
toilet use. You can also get Woodbury’s 
in convenient 3-cake boxes. 


Three Woodbury skin preparations— guest 


size—for 10 cents 





r THE ANDREW JERGENS CO., 
1512 Spring Grove Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio 


For the enclosed 10 cents 


A trial size cake of Woodbury’s Facial Soap 
Asample tube of Woodbury’s Facial Cream 
A sample box of Woodbury’s Facial Powder 


H. C. Quelch & Co., 4 Ludgate Square, London, E. C. 4 


Name 
Street 


City State 





bo. 


Please send me a miniature 
set of the Woodbury skin preparations, containing 


Together with the treatment booklet, “A Skin You Love to Touch.” 


If you live in Canada, address The Andrew Jergens Co., 
Limited, 1512 Sherbrooke St., Perth, Ontario. English Agents: 





Cut out this coupon and send it to us today . 
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Wise men wait the lighting of the star—the same star 
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sweetest of all birthdays is about to dawn 


HERE are two epic queries of childhood: 
“Mother, where do babies come from?” and 
“Mother, is there really a Santa Claus?” Round 
about the answering of these questions one 
could weave the whole fabric of a_ child’s 
mental and spiritual training 

My impression is that the second query usually is made 
several years later than the first. Children eagerly desire 
to retain faith in Santa Claus. On the other hand, the ruth 





less investigations of the stork story are based on race 
curiosity with an innate desire for truth, no matter what the 
after-effect may be The two questions draw on reservoirs 


of a mother’s mind that are entirely segregated 

My little daughter of seven has not yet asked me the 
first question, but last Christmas she said to me very, very 
wistfully: “There really is a Santa Claus, isn’t there, mother ? 
Jackie told me there wasn’t any Santa Claus, there wasn’t 
any heaven, there wasn’t any Christ, the Lord. He says his 
father and mother don’t believe in any of ’em. Mother, if 
they really are there, what’s believing got to do with them?” 

“They allware there!” I answered, emphatically. And 
for that Christmas, at least, she was satisfied. But I was 
launched on a new search. The search for Christmas 

And my way led first to Jackie. Jackie, I found, was the 
typical child of any of my acquaintances. His parents pride 
themselves on facing what they call the truth! They boast 
of possessing a conviction of the failure of democracy, the 
failure of what one may call middle-westernism, the failure 
of morality, the failure of Christianity. As if their un-faith 


put on them a hall-mark of intellectual superiority! As a 
result, Jackie, at eight, has no Sunday, no Memorial Day, 
no Fourth of July, and, saddest of all, no Christmas. And, 
unbelievable as it may seem, there are a million Jackies in 
these United States today. A million children whose fathers 
and mothers attend neither the church nor the primaries! 
Out of my own little daughter’s dozen playmates, she alone 
goes to Sunday school. She alone retains a faith in Santa 
Claus. I wonder why! 


PAUSE here and look out the window at the sea. Long, 
gray and mysterious, the waves move toward me out of 
silver mist--move toward me, break, and with infinite 

dignity move back into the mystery from which they 
emerged. It is a quiet, orange-tinted sea-beach, rock-girded, 
remote, forever beaten upon by these eternal breakers. Does 
it, I wonder, ever ponder and protest and of the infinite, 
silent mystery out of which come the waves, ask the ever- 
lasting Why? 

How shall I prolong little Felicia’s faith in Santa Claus? 


Why should I desire to do so? What can such faith be* 


worth to her? As if in answer, out of those other days, 
comes “The Robber Kitten,” swashbuckling in Robin Hood 
array, yet bearing a message infinitely tender, infinitely 
poignant 

It was nearing Christmas, many years ago. I was 
still a child. Things had gone wrong. Mother had been 
very ill. Father and big brother were away and couldn’t 
get back for the holidays. There had been many heavy 


glowing and throbbing above the little town where the 
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AS the modern child lost 
Christmas? 

Mrs. Willsie says: “Why 
not acknowledge frankly that 
we have killed Christmas, 
killed it with science and 
with stupidity? 

“There is just one way to 
save it to a child. At the 
moment his maturing mind 
gives up the fine old saint, 
one must substitute the 
Babe of Bethlehem and the 
ecstasy of faith in Him.” 


snow- and sleet-storms, and the house 
was as isolated as Robinson Crusoe’s 
Island. Always there had been mystery 
in the house before Christmas, mystery 
and excitement and joy. Magic, I sup- 
pose, is the short name for it all. But 
this year there was none of that, and the 
day before the Eve, mother had a talk 
with me. 

“You see, my dear, matters are diffi- 
cult with us this year. I have been too 
sick to make things, and there is no 
money. But we must have some sort of 
Christmas in the house. Do you sup- 
pose we could find something in attic or 
cellar that the younger children haven't 
seen, for their Christmas? As for you— 
well, you'll just have to be my helper, 
and next Christmas, please God, I'll make 
it up to you, heaped up and running 
over.” 

“But mother,” I exclaimed, “how 
about Santa Claus?” 

“My blessed child, how long since 
you've really known there was no Santa 
Claus?” 

“I wouldn’t let myself know,” I an- 
swered breathlessly. “There’s got to be a 
Santa Claus or there’ll never be any real 
Christmas.” 

I’ve forgotten many things, harsh or happy as the case 
may be; but, thank heaven, I never have forgotten the feel 
of her thin arm as she drew me to her nor the half-smiling, 
half-alarmed, wholly sympathetic note of her low voice as 
she said: “My poor little idealist! Don’t! Life will make 
you pay and pay in tears until you learn to face it!” 

Ah, but mother did not realize what facing life meant to 
a child of my generation any more than I can realize fully 
what facing life means to my children. 

“But it won’t be Christmas, ever, without Santa Claus! 
I don’t mind the presents so much, Next year, if you give 
me a whole bushel, it can’t be Christmas to me, without him.” 

She looked at me sadly. “I’m so sorry! So sorry! I 
had no idea that you still believed the chimney large enough 
for the dear old saint. You blessed goose! You shall have 
Christmas. If I know you, you'll find it for yourself. But 
first, how about gifts for the younger children?” 

“There’s the book, The Robber Kitten, ” I said, “you 
put it away last year when Aunt Abbie sent it for my 
birthday because it was too young for me and too old for 
little Lydia. She’s three now.” 

“Just the thing!” exclaimed mother. 

We gathered other trifles together and on Christmas Eve 
mother and I filled two small stockings and hung them as 
usual on chairs near the base burner. I felt it to be dreary 
work and wondered what in the world grown-ups found in 
Christmas. When we had finished, mother lay back to rest 
in father’s rattan rocker. 

[Turn to page ¢] 


poreeen, 











= = be 


ss 


j 


ey Po Ps os 


hy ~D 





23 


ost 


lat 
aS, 
nd 


to 
the 
nd 


nt, 


the 


jouse 
soe’s 
stery 
stery 
sup- 

But 
i the 
talk 


diffi- 
| too 
5 no 
rt of 
sup- 
ic or 
ven’t 
ou— 
sIper, 
make 
ning 


‘how 


since 
santa 


| an- 
' real 


case 
. feel 
iling, 
ce as 


make 


nt to 
fully 


laus! 
give 
1im.” 


ough 
have 


But 


“you 
“my 
1 for 


Eve 
m as 
eary 
id in 

rest 





M° CALLS Magazine for DECEMBER, 1923 





ILL your boy be in a fix 
like this a few years from 
now? Will that little chap whose 
future seems so rosy be left by some 
misfortune to shift for himself just at 
the time he should be going to college 
or a vocational training school? 


The “Want Ads” of the newspapers tell 
many a heart-breaking story of desperate 
need and pathetic incompetence—of mere 
children dropped out of school in their 
most impressionable years and thrown 
into the terrific competition of the work- 
ing world, without training, without 
equipment. 


All that this boy has to offer a business 
world that needs trained intelligence are 
pounds of bone and muscle, and an un- 
trained, undeveloped brain. 


* * * * 


Look through the “Help Wanted” col- 
umns in the newspapers and read adver- 
tisement after advertisement beginning 
“Expert”, ““Competent’’, “Educated”, and 
then ending up with either “big 'pay” or 
“high salary for the right man’”’—The big 
jobs and big money are offered to the 
man with training. 


You do not want your child to take a 
back seat in life. You do want him to 
be a leader in his chosen line. Other 
fathers and mothers want exactly the 
same thing, and yet how few—oh, how 
few !—realize their high hopes. Why? 





When you look at that dwindling line of 
school boys pictured below, you will prob- 
ably guess—and guess correctly—that just 
about one family in three can afford to 
enter their boy in high school and only 
one family in fifty can see him clear 
through college. 


Most of the other boys dropped out be- 
cause their families just hadn’t the money. 
They couldn’t afford to keep their chil- 
dren at school because they trusted to 
luck that when the time came, somehow, 
some way, the money would be found. 
But it wasn’t. 


* * *k * 


Now what are you doing to make it 
possible for your boys and girls to get 
a good education? How are you going 
to have the money ready when you 
must have it—in 15 or 10 years, or 
sooner? 






It’s all right to be hopeful and optimistic, 
but it is far better to prepare for the day 
that is on the way. 


High schools—Normal schools —Tech- 
nical schools — Business colleges — Uni- 
versities — Seminaries —— Art and Music 
schools—Training schools of all kinds— 
cost money—real money. 


* * * * 


Then why not do these essential things 
and do them now? 


1st— Find how much it will cost to 
give your children the kind of 
higher education you want them 
to have. 


2nd—If you have the money now, 
put it aside and use only the in- 
terest upon it for yourself. 


3rd—If you haven’t the money, figure 
out a way of saving so that your 
Education Fund will be ready 
when needed. 


4th—Begin now—this week, not next 
week—to lay aside the first small 
payment on the necessary sum. 
Let nothing interferewith the reg- 
ular putting aside of that amount. 


The mere fact that his father and mother 
are making a sacrifice for him, is likely 
to inspire any red-blooded boy to make 
good and get ready for his big opportunity. 
The pride of knowing that your children 
are to have their chance will more than 
pay you for what you do. Plan now— 
and carry out your plan. 
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Here is the significant story of the children 800 times as many college graduates as matter. If interested in this phase of the od 5 ay 


who enter the 5th grade of the public 
schools of the United States. Only 63 
of each 100 graduate from grammar school 
—13 from high school—and 2 from college, 
according to Bulletin No. 34 of the U.S. 
Bureau of Education. 


Another Bulletin shows that in the bio- 
graphical book known as ‘‘Who’s Who 
in America’”’, which lists more than 20,000 
successful living Americans, there are 87 
times as many high school graduates and 


there are those who have had only grammar 
school teaching. 

By giving your children the kind of training 
they need, you will make them happier, 
more successful men and women, and your 
country will be the richer for your contri- 
bution of better citizens. 

The Metropolitan Life Insurance Company 
will arrange, if you like, to supply your boy 
(or girl) with funds needed, in case of your 
untimely death—or if you live, for that 


question, write for booklet describing our 
Educational Fund policy. 
But in any event begin now to prepare for 
what you must do in case you live. Statis- 
tical records prove that of the parents who 
read this page most of them will live for 
fifteen years or more, but failing to make 
early and proper preparation will be unable 
to carry out their present good intentions 
as to educating their children. 

HALEY FISKE, President. 
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I hate the beastly thing. It’s ; 
morbid, cheap, sentimental, ap- 
peals to the crowd no doubt—” 

“Yes, it has grip,” said Big Ben. 

“But I loathe the style. It’s 
old-fashioned, hysterical—like a 
picture out of a Sunday-school 
book. People here rave about it, 
I know, but—” 

“Tt’s the same with us,” said 
Big Ben imperturbably. “Looks 
as if there must be something in 
it. Ever seen the artist ?” 

Sherbourne blew through his 
mustache; he almost spat. “A 
woman! No, I’ve never seen her 
—never want to. I know the 
type well enough—lank-haired, 
goggle-eyed, unattractive, large 
feet and shoe-laces that come un 
tied.” 

“Oh, come, sir, come!” Guy 
broke suddenly into the argu 
ment. 

“Don’t judge her unseen! She 
may be all that a charming 
woman should be. Nobody knows 
—though of course she must be 
pretty old,” he added medita 
tively. “No young woman ever 
made a picture like that.” 

“We want to see her,” said 
Big Ben in his leisurely drawl ; 
“We've a print of that wonderful 
picture in every home, just as you 
have. It’s taken us by storm 
the pathos of it, and the hope 
And we say that a woman who 
can paint a picture like that is 
a genius, and so we wart to see 
her too.” 

“That you never will then,” 
said Challoner. “She avoids pub- 
licity like the plague.” 

Big Ben was smiling a little 
“You going to let yourselves be 
defeated like that?” he said, and 
his look dwelt upon Guy. “Why, 
over in the States we'd give a big 
sum of money to be able to hang 
that woman's portrait beneath 
her picture.” 

“Oh, rot!” said Guy. “Just 
to satisfy vulgar curiosity!” 

“No,” said Big Ben de- 
liberately. “It’s love of romance, 
my dear fellow. We've made a 
shrine for her, and we want to 
fill that shrine. It’s the price of 
popularity, She owes it to her 
public.” 


x aa 
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HE dinner proceeded—an 
affair of much noise and 
gaiety, many jovial rem- 
iniscences. Everyone talked at 
once, except perhaps Big Ben 
who sat beside Guy and listened. 
The only moment of silence 
was that which fell when they 
stood to toast the memory of 
their fallen comrades. It was like 
the sudden calm that sometimes 
spreads inexplicably over a rip- 
pling sea, and it passed as it came, 
leaving no perceptible trace. 
Then came the singing of 
“Auld Lang Syne,” after which 
someone called for a solo, and in 
an instant every man _ present, 
with one accord, turned to Guy 
Guy protested. He couldn't sing 
His voice was gone. Not that he 
had ever had any. Besides— 
“Rot, man, rot!” came the 
general verdict. “You always used 
to sing. You've got to sing to 
night.” 
Thus pushed, though not with- 
. : out a hint of embarrassment, Guy 
She stood there speechless, her dark eyes upon him yielded the point. Jim Hawker 
produced a banjo; silence was 


“He's such a cheery “The day you jumped hammered for and eventually obtained, and Guy began his 
devi old Vaughan,” ( into the river off the song. He had a pleasing baritone voice, and an unaffected 
was the general opinion ae bridge to save a dog fashion of using it that brought him universal appreciation 

’ Never pulls a long face from drowning?” said 
; X Big Ben ‘There a ladye sweet and kind, 











Oe ce 


over anything Bony =o 
“6 idn’ jump !” Was never face so pleased my mind; 
; He wa COStAIENY I didn't Dg ah I did but see her passing by, 

i cheery enough that proteste d Guy. I And yet I love her till I die. 


. 7 bled.” 
} evening, becoming at 4 tumbled.’ : 
| once the center of a yV 12 VV . 2 “All for the sake of Her gestures, motions, and her smile, 


Her wit, her voice, my heart beguile, 





whirlpool of merriment a pretty girl,” said Big Beguile my heart I know not why, 
that amounted almost [Continued from pace 5) Ben to the company And yet I love her till I die 
to an uproar. It was generally. “I guess 
— ore he , , . there'd be tus 4 — mating Lage 7 change 
: pied the n lounging by the settee, but when he did film romance here. Dog in the water, trying to climb up the But chanee the earth or change the sky, 
t he t f the circle of friends about him with a parapet; pretty girl wringing her hands on the bridge; Yet will I love her till I die!” 
: hout of welcome gallant hero, field-boots and all, diving to the rescue!” 
i “Wi Here’s Big Ben, by that’s wonderful! “Shut up! I didn’t dive!” said Guy. “And she didn’t The song ended upon a note of feeling that brought a 
Here's the man who won the war! Where on earth have wring her hands either. She was damn’ plucky.” perfect storm of applause and cries of “Encore;” but Guy 
; ‘ you come fron And why in heaven’s name haven't you “Don’t spoil a good story!” said Big Ben. “Of course sat down after bowing right and left and took up his 
oked me uy He had seized Big Ben by both hands she was plucky, but she was mighty nervous too. And I drink with an air of finality 
before |} juestic were well uttered, and again his laugh guess she’s never forgotten the day or the place—or the hero 
rang through t roon “You old rotter! What the deuce of that episode.” HE sun was just beginning to shine through a wintry 
do you mean by it You'd better be careful what you say “Oh, rot, man! Don’t talk rot!” urged Guy. “Of course ¥ fog on the following morning when the American 
for every word will be used against you!” she’s forgotten! I had myself.” presented himself with an air of infinite leisureliness at 
But Big Ben, never very expansive, found nothing more “Oh, you!” said Big Ben, and uttered a brief and some- one of the squalid doors of a squalid block of houses in a 
incriminat t y than, “Hello, son! Though possibly what sardonic laugh qualid back-street in Soho. He was admitted by a 
the grip of | ‘ “ more eloquent “Lost in the crowd!” suggested Hawker. “Come along slatternly woman with bare and dirty arms into an evil 
We where a you stavir becau I can put you ind dine and refresh your memories! Any news tonight?” smelling passage, and briefly told that if he wanted the 
up. What Oh, well! The Ritz, is it? I can’t then “Nothing much.” It was Challoner who answered lodger on the top-floor he must find his own way up. 
I forgot you w k millionaire.” Guy’s laugh over Challoner, the artist, whose war-pictures were world-famed At his first knock at the door on the fourth floor “back” 
took him agair e my simplicity! I was thinking of “Just heard that ‘The Little Seamstress’ is to go to America it opened. Guy Vaughan, clear-eyed and smiling, met him 
the old days at \ lier when we stabled together in a instead of to the National Gallery. Rather a shame! We _ on the threshold. “Hello, old chap! Come in! How decent 
pigsty. Remember ought to keep a picture like that for ourselves.” of you to look me up. It isn’t much of a place, but you 
“T sure do id Big Ben. “It was some shelter, anyway.” “What? That ghastly guillotine thing? Egad, I are more than welcome.” 
“It was,” laughed Guy. “But a bit draughty in winter wouldn’t give tuppence for it.” This from Sherbourne, a Big Ben entered. The room was an attic, squalid as the 
Remember that day you made me take all your clothes off very short-tempered colonel of artillery. “Why, you see it rest of the house, with walls on which patches of damp 


ile I sat in your British warm?” hung up in every kitchen and every cottage in the kingdom! [Turn to page 44) 
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Pork offers timely variety 


Pork is among the most tender of meats, delicious in 
the sweetness of its flavor. Let your family have it 
frequently now. 


Dealers, as this chart shows, can supply a great 
variety of cuts. 


Some of the cuts, you will notice, are adaptable to 
similar uses such as roasts or steaks. By choosing the 
less generally known pieces, the skinned shculder, for 
instance, you can of course buy more economically. 





Standard Pork Cuts 


In publishing this chart and others on different kinds 
of meats, Swift & Company is but adding a further 
step in its service to the American public—the service 
of supplying good meat foods and doing it so eco- 
nomically that its profit, from all sources, averages 
only a fraction of a cent a pound. 


Swift & Company's meats are Government in- 
spected. When you buy meats, look for the legend, 
“U.S. Inspected and Passed.” 





<< ( Chicago Style) — = 
2am hy, | Ham 5 Bacon SS —— 
oe, he 2 Fat Back 6 Clear Plate ee 
3 Loin 7 Shoulder Butt “~~ 
4 Spare Ribs 8 Picnic Shoulder 


7, 8. Skinned Shoulder 


Ham, so mildly cured that it is not 
necessary to parboil 


Fresh Ham, desir- 
able for steaks and 
roasts 





‘ 
s 













Bacon; dry cured with salt and sugar, 
and smoked, giving it a sweet delicate 
flavor 


Ham, cured and 
smoked 
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) Spare Ribs; sold Bacon, trimmed 

Fat Back; used Loin; usually sold ay — or Ee ican 
for salt pork and as pork chops or m ery Gat — 


paprika bacon pork roasts 
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Skinned Shoulder; may 








Picnic Shoulder; cured 





be sliced into pork steaks aa 
or used as roasts 


and smoked 


Recipes upon request 


Some unusual recipes, on filing cards, 
for preparing fresh pork cutsand 
smoked meats will be sent upon request. 


| 

| 
a To | Address Swift & Company, Home Eco- 
| 


thy salt pork nomics Department, Chicago 





Swift & Company, U. 





Shoulder Butt; used for || 
steaks and roasts 


». A. 





Makers of Premium Hams and Bacon, “Silverleaf’’ Brand Pure Lard, Premium Frankfurts, etc. 
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--- season in and season out 


WHAT IS THE SOCIETY WOMAN’S SECRET? 





é WOMAN’S complexion can be 

A very nearly perfect. It should 
be smooth, supple and transparently 
fresh and it should not betray fatigue 
or the effects of weather.” 

This, if it were written, would be 
the society woman’s code. 

As proof of it, there is scarcely a 
woman of prominent social position 
whose age you can guess by any, 
dullness of skin or lines. 

That does not mean she does not 
motor or take part in whatever fash- 
ionable sports are in season. She can 
be a zealous sportswoman by day and 
appear in the evening with delicate 
skin unmarred. Season in and sea- 
son out her skin can be kept delicately fresh. 
It is beautiful with the suppleness of youth. 

Of course it requires daily care to keep their 
skin in this perfect condition. And perhaps 
this is the only “secret” of the lovely com- 
plexions that most society women are known 
to possess. Their skin is never allowed for a 


moment to deteriorate from neglect. 


Hon they accomplish it 

There are two fundamental needs of the skin 
that the society woman knows cannot be neg 
lected without disaster—regular cleansing in 
the particular way that cannot possibly tighten 
or coarsen the skin and careful protection 
and freshening for all day time and evening 
appearances. 


These two essentials are the basis of the 


EVERY SKIN NEEDS THESE TWO CREAMS 
Pond's Cold ( Yeam for cleansing, Pond’s Vanish- 
ing Cream to protect and to hold the powder 





If she is pe haps growing older she does not show it by a dulled skin or 
premature lines. If she is tired her face does not betray her. However much 
she is out of doors her skin is not roughened or reddened. What is her secret? 


famous Pond’s Method through which so many 
lovely women keep their skin in just the fresh, 
beautifully supple condition that social usage 
requires, 

Long before sports were seriously considered 
by women, Pond’s knew that these two essen- 
tials formed the only right basis for the care 
of women’s skin. And for years they put their 
whole effort into developing a method on this 
basis. 

Finally they perfected two entirely different 
creams. Pond’s Cold Cream of a special light- 
ness and fineness, not only cleanses but restores 
exquisitely the skin’s natural suppleness— Pond’s 
Vanishing Cream, delicate and cool, is so sure 
a protection that no woman careful of her skin 
ever appears without it. In addition it has the 
special property of beautifying the skin instant- 


ly, making it wonderfully fresh and 
smooth to the touch. These two 
creams, used together, are the per- 
fect care for the skin. 


Try this method — yourself 


Try giving your own complexion this 
perfect care it needs to keep it really 
beautiful. See the improvement in 
your skin even in a very few days 
with this method. 

Do this tonight. With the finger tips or a 
piece of moistened cotton apply Pond’s 
Cold Cream freely. The very fine oil in 
it softens your skin and penetrates every 
pore. Let it stay on a minute— now 
wipe it off with a soft cloth. The black 
that comes off shows you how carefully 
this cream cleanses. Do this twice. Your 
skin looks fresh and is beautifully supple. 

Then in the morning, smooth on Pond's Vanishing 
Cream over your whole face. Now if you wish, rouge 
—powder. How velvety your face feels to your hand. 
The powder is even and smooth over this flawless 
base. The appearance of your skin and the compli- 
ments of your friends will prove to you how wonder- 
ful for your skin these Two Creams are. 

No matter how careless you may have been 
in the past, your complexion can be smooth and 
lovely with this method. It need never be 
roughened or reddened by exposure, nor lined 
nor coarsened through neglect. Begin today to 
use Pond’s Two Creams regularly to give your 
skin that well cared for look and smooth love- 
liness that distinguishes the women who must be 
beautiful in spite of their active social life. Buy 
both creams in any drug or department store. 


The Pond’s Extract Company. 
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GENEROUS TUBES—MAIL COUPON WITH 10c TODAY 
The Pond’s Extract Co., 139T Hudson St., New York — Ten cents (10c) 
isenclosed for your special introductory tubes of the two creams every normal 
skin needs — enough of each cream for two weeks’ ordinary toilet uses. 
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I heard then from the stairway the 
sound of light quick feet; and went 
directly into the pavilion, saying as I lighted 
the three lamps, simply—*She is here.” 

I saw that he lifted his head, he tvo 
heard those prettily hurrying sounds — 
on the very roof, by this time . . And 
then, all in an instant, she had flung off 
her cloak and hood and was clinging about 
his neck, sobbing somewhat and murmur 
ing little broken phrases of love in the Yue 
che, while he, straining her to his breast, 
spoke as brokenly and as ardently in our 
own tongue 

The queen it was who spoke. 

“Tell my beloved,” she commanded, 
without so much as lifting her pretty 
tousled head from his breast, “tell him that 
his friends are dead, that the Wa zir will 
slay him in the morning say that I 
am watched, that doubtless tonight I am 
followed say that at dawn he must 
flee, when the city gates are opened, dressed 
in a costume of Balkh, as a merchant or a 
servant . say that one day, if he 
wishes, I will come to him and be his slave, 
but now he cannot be saved in Balkh 
at dawn he must flee.” 

With a full heart I translated the words 
to his waiting ears. He listened like a king 

“Say to the Queen of Balkh,” he com 
manded and there she was, all the 
time, close in his arms -* « =e thet 
if she will fly with me I will go. Say that 
the soldiers of my greatest generals will 
protect her generals from the Romans.” 

With tears in my eyes, I repeated this 
in the Yue che. We saw confusion on her 
face, and bewilderment; and then a slow 
light in her eyes. Closely the prince held 
her, stroking her hair; gazing down into 
her face that his love had illuminated and 
softened. It seems to me now that she 
literally could not think the problem out. 
She hadn’t the experience of stern living; 
she was but a spoiled girl changed over- 
night by the miracle of love, shaken, soft- 
ened, sweetened, stirred and raised to the 
supreme heights of self-forgetfulness, yet, 
as I say, confused. But she could feel his 
arms about her supple body, his strong 
brave eyes searching hers, his sweet breath 
on her cheeks. The tears welled suddenly 
in her eyes and fell on her cheeks. 

“You will come?” asked the prince in 
Chinese, ignoring me 

Unobtrusively I translated 

“Yes,” she murmured, brokenly, “I will 
go with thee to the uttermost ends of the 
earth. Thy life shall be my life, thy home 
my home. If they slay thee, by thy side 
shall I die.” 

This, too, I had to repeat. And then 
Mosulla softly drew me without. I pressed 
my cheek to hers, there in the outer shadow, 
and found that it was wet. 

“Tt is madness,” she whispered, “but O 
my Beloved, it is beauty!” 


GAIN it was Mosulla who heard first 
She caught my wrist and led me on 
tiptoe to the parapet that overlooked 

the front street. At the sound of champing, 
stamping horses and jingling accouterments 
my blood seemed to freeze. 

The horses were backed into a line 
against the farther wall of the narrow way. 
The soldiers talked in groups or found seats 
along the curb. There were twenty or 
thirty of them; enough, surely. Just be- 
yond the line of horses I saw His Excel- 
lency’s litter. We were all helpless, utterly 
There was but the one stairway down into 
the house. The end seemed upon us. All 
we could do was to cling close together 
during the moments that remained. 

We heard first that heavy slow step ap- 
proaching the stairway through the corridor 
beneath; then a pause; then the deliberate 
tread-tread of flat feet on the stairs. 
Mosulla kissed me. I moved then nearer 
the pavilion and stood waiting, with my 
beloved every moment at my side. 

He came waddling in his pompous way 
from the stair-head out into the moonlight 
that so softly, $0 poignantly bathed the 
clean white roof. It shone somewhat on the 
glossy dye of his beard. He saw us. 

“Ah, Jan Po,” he said, bowing slightly 
and clasping his hands before his breast 
somewhat in our fashion, “it is a pleasure 
indeed to find you at home.” 

His eyes glanced beyond me toward the 
pavilion; and I turned. The light given 
out by the three lamps within the structure 
was little stronger than that of the moon 
without, yet I, and he, saw a tall figure rise 
from the divan and come to the door. 
And I (and he) caught a sound that was 
not quite a muffled cry but more nearly 
a gasp, and I (and he) knew that a be- 
wildered girl who was also a queen had 
heard his voice. He moved slowly forward, 
but the prince more swiftly and vigorously 
strode out and confronted him. 

The Wa zir bowed, not quite low enough 
and without true respect in his squinting 
eyes. 

“Your Majesty!” he exclaimed softly. 

The prince bent his stern gaze on me, 
and I translated. And it seemed to me that 


Silk 


[Continued from page 13] 


the Son of Heaven experienced something 
in the nature of relief 

“You have intruded,” said he, through 
me. 

The Wa zir bowed again. 

“His Majesty should know why.” 

I thought, at this, that the prince might 
strike him, as I had so longed to do. But 
the queen, who would not hide away in a 
corner, rose from the divan and came 
proudly into the doorway 

The Wa zir bowed again, with half a 
smile, and moved toward the pavilion. The 
prince looked at the queen, and then strode 
after him. Ibn Shu Ber Din looked about 
him; caught sight of the golden vessels and 
the bronzes, of the exquisite silks and em 
broideries and velvets, of the carven jades 
and nephrites, and the corners of his sensual, 
cruel mouth curved again in a wicked smile 
and his pig eyes glittered. 

“T regret deeply the urgent necessity for 
troubling your Majesties,” he said, and 
paused for me. “Were it within my power, 
I would gladly offer to Your Majesty” 
this to my prince—“every courtesy, even 
complete freedom. But our country is 
harassed and threatened on the west as on 
the east by strong powers. We must make 
what shift we can. Those on the west 
will be appeased by one small gift. They 
ask the seeds, in quantity, of the silk plant 
In this small matter, I feel certain, Your 
Majesty will gladly and freely aid us of 
Balkh. And, therefore, I have come to 
suggest, most humbly, that Your Most 
Gracious and Excellent Majesty abide with 
us during such time as may be consumed 
by the meritorious Jan Po in journeying 
eastward and securing for us a caravan load 
of the seeds. I assure Your Majesty that 
your person will be inviolate during the 
necessary delay. I might further add that 
it will give me and Her Majesty and all the 
court the deepest pleasure to send with him 
as a gift to your people and yourself the 
horses which have been collected for him 
and which are now in the stables adjoining 
this house. To this end I have had pre- 
pared a tablet bearing my personal seal 
which will pass him and his animals through 
every city gate within our modest 
kingdom.” 

He was proposing to hold the Son of 
Heaven as a hostage! During a long mo- 
ment, as I fingered the golden tablet which 
he had placed in my hands, I was speech- 
less. But at length I found my voice, and 
translated every word of it. 

“IT thank Your Excellency for his con- 
sideration”"—thus the prince, speaking 
calmly and with perfect dignity of bearing 
—‘“but I fear it lies beyond my power to 
grant your petition. The seeds of the silk 
are China’s treasure.” 

“That”—said the Wa zir—“is un- 
fortunate. With regret am I forced to 
inform His Majesty that soldiers of the 
Household Troops await my signal at the 
door below.” 

After I had rendered this incredible 
speech into Chinese there was a long pause. 
I saw the prince move deliberately nearer 
to Roxana, who slipped her hand into his 
and held it so tightly that her fingers and 
his were rimmed with white. I saw the 
corners of Old Redbeard’s mouth curve 
again a slight way upward as his little bright 
eyes surveyed them. And I saw the prince 
glance, then, thoughtfully, downward at the 
ends of rope and the knife that lay among 
the torn bits of lead foil by the side wall 

The Wa zir’s sinister smile broadened. 
“May I venture,” he said, craftily, and 
speaking, for the first time, more to me 
than to him, “to recall to His Majesty that 
a caravan-load of seeds would be but a 
poor recompense for the privilege of en- 
joying the person of our queen?” 

I saw the hot color surge into Roxana’s 
beautiful face. The prince, too, saw that, 
drew closer to her, and asked quickly— 
“What did the scoundrel say ?” 

I hesitated. But the situation had to 
be met, and by me alone. None other could 
serve. Accordingly, in as level a tone as I 
could command, I translated. 

The prince did not flinch. Indeed he 
seemed to be considering the problem as 
gravely and honestly as if it were a mere 
matter of statecraft. But after a moment 
he glanced almost carelessly about, caught 
up one of the silk gauzes, crumpled it in his 
hand and passed it to me, with the con- 
temptuous remark— 

“Stuff it in his mouth.” 

I obeyed instantly, and fastened it there 
with another strip of the gauze which 
Mosulla quickly handed me and which I 
knotted behind his neck. 

“Better tie his hands and feet, as well,” 
said the prince. 

It was the queen, I think, who picked 
up the first bit of rope. I held his arms 
behind his back while Mosulla firmly tied 
them. She was remarkably deft and sure 
with her little hands. 

Confused as the whole business is yet 
in my memory, certain details are clear. 

We stood about the thrashing, pitiful 
object from which those little muffled 


groans came continuously. He was a de- 
graded thing. I loathed him. And then 
the thought came that only by the for- 
tunate accident of the vast numbers of in- 
mates in his harem and the casual element 
of time had Mosulla been saved from him 
for me; forgetting not only myself but also 
the Queen of Balkh and the Son of Heaven 
who stood thoughtfully there, considering 
gravely their fate, I leaped with my two 
feet upon the protuberant middle of that 
writhing body. Twice or thrice I jumped 
up and down; and then I knelt on him 
and dug my thumbs into those staring eyes. 
And while the confession may be to my 
shame, I exulted in this savage deed. Even 
now I exult in the memory of it. 

The prince drew me away. It seems 
to me now that he was laughing. Then, 
very quickly, and with the manner of one 
who disposes of disagreeable business, he 
picked up the knife, lifted the head of that 
which had been Ibn Shu Ber Din by the 
henna-dyed beard and slit the throat. 

And the queen threw her arms about the 
neck of my prince, who was as well her 
prince, and sobbed like a child. 

Mosulla was the only one of us who 
thought to step to the door and glance 
toward the stairway. I noticed this, and 
went to her side. 

“Listen!” she whispered. 

And then I heard the soldiers talking 
quietly and laughing among themselves, 
below, in the street. 

“We must fly now,” said Mosulla, and 
kissed me. 

“Speak with the queen,” said I to her; 
and then myself turned to the prince 

“O Son of Heaven,” I murmured, bow 
ing very low, “the night is advancing. But 
there is perhaps time to disguise hurriedly 
the queen and her who is the wife of my 
unworthy self, take the horses from the 
stables and ride eastward. It is possible 
that they have not surrounded the garden. 
And the tablet of the Wa zir will pass us 
through the city gate. It is my belief that 
it would be well if Your Majesty could 


so condescend as to disguise himself as my * 


servant,” 

He smiled a little at this, but seemed 
to accept my point of view; turning, how- 
ever, with a look of tender inquiry to the 
queen. To her Mosulla was swiftly trans- 
lating what I had said. 

I think now that her earlier impulse to 
fly with us was not unlike the impulse 
of a child to escape a hated guardian. But 
the hated guardian lay now dead at her 
feet. She was free, and she was Q' een 
of Balkh. The blood of Iskandar, that 
greatest of western conquerors, coursed in 
her veins. Duty was born in her soul, at 
that moment, I firmly believe, duty to her 
people and to her splendid if barbarian 
ancestors. She would not go. When my 
prince, fairly broken at the bare thought 
of losing her, caught her in his strong arms 
and held her tightly to his breast and mur- 
mured her name as he had heard it uttered 
in the western speech and kissed her in 
the manner she had taught him, she sobbed 
again and clung to him, but would not go. 
Through her tears she begged me to explain 
to him that she must stay with her people. 

“Tell my Beloved and my Lord,” she 
said, more firmly, “that I shall take no 
other husband. Tell him that perhaps we 
shall have a war, and if so I will meet him 
as a Queen of Balkh One day, if my Lord 
so chooses he will come again over the 
mountains and take me, his bride, away. 
But I cannot fly from my throne like a 
thief, at night, and I cannot now protect 
him.” 

And so, at the last, it had to be. 

We, the four of us, peeped over the 
parapet. The soldiers were standing and 
sitting about, chatting as before. We tip- 
toed then down the stairs. The prince, 
I felt then, as now, was stirred by her 
noble spirit to a deeper sense of his own 
duty than he had ever felt before, for 
without a word, heavily, he permitted me 
to attire him as a servant. 

Like ghosts we slipped through the 
garden, under the tall silent poplars and 
among the rose bushes whose scent I shall 
never know again excepting in the poignant 
echoes of secret and sacred memories. 
There was no guard at the gate. The 
prince himself stepped without; stepped 
gladly forth. I think he would at that mo- 
ment have welcomed death. And then, 
when he returned and the queen who was a 
queen indeed for the last time pressed her 
lips to his and her throbbing heart to his 
own, she took Mosulla’s arm and said 
simply—“Come with me, Mosulla—” and 
then, with a little rustling sound both were 
gone. It was not even my privilege to 
kiss my beloved. She was gone. 

I am afraid I was like a man possessed 
of devils. It was my prince who came 
first to reason. He laid a firm hand on my 
shoulder. 

“Come, Jan,” he said, very simply, like 
an unhappy boy; and led the way to the 
stables. Only the night watchman was 

[Turn to page 30] 














Her next words 
will be, 


“More, please” 


THEY always want more 
when it is Minute Tap- 
ioca Cream. Children 
like it, and it is good for 
them. It is much better 
for them to eat between 
meals than some of the 
things they sometimes 
ask for. 


Sweet enough to sat- 
isfy the craving for 
sweets, substantial 
enough to be one of the 
important dishes of the 
meal, simple enough to 
prepare, so that you are 
glad to make it often. 


Chocolate, cocoanut, 
fruits—fresh or canned 
—all offer pleasing vari- 
ations. Each is whole- 
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It requires 
no soaking 


MinuiteTapioca Cream 
is easy to prepare be 
cause it requires no 
soaking. Fifteen min 
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the stove it is cooked 
through. 

The red box with 
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Tapioca. 


New Cook Book 
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Tapioca Cook Book 
there are over a score 
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made with Minute 
Tapioca. It is free. Send 
for it. 


MINUTE TAPIOCA COMPANY 


1012 Monroe Street, Orange, Mass. 
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See the Clouded Film Go 


Watch the teeth grow whiter 
This free test will delight you 


Here is something, Madam, 
which means much to you and 
yours. 


A new way of teeth cleaning 
which millions now employ. 
Which brings those prettier 
teeth you see everywhere today. 


It means new beauty, new 
cleanliness, new safety. You 
would never go without the re- 
sults if you knew them. Let 
this test prove them to you. 


Why teeth discolor 


A viscous film forms on your 
teeth. You can feel it now. 
Much of it clings and stays. 
Foods, etc., stain it, then the 
film forms dingy coats. That is 
why teeth grow cloudy. 


Film also holds food substance 
which ferments and forms acid. 
It holds the acid in contact with 
the teeth to cause decay. That 
is why so few escape tooth 
troubles. 


Germs breed by millions in 
film. They, with tartar, are the 
chief cause of pyorrhea. And 
that is alarmingly common. 


Old ways inadequate 


No ordinary tooth paste effec- 
tively combats film. Soapy tooth 





Protect the Enamel 


Pepsodent disintegrates the 
film, then removes it with 
an agent far softer than 
enamel, Never use a film 
combatant which contains 
harsh grit. 














pastes make it more clinging. 
So dental science sought new 
ways to fight film, and two were 
found. One acts to disintegrate 
the film, one to remove it with- 
out harmful scouring. 


. Able authorities proved these 
methods effective. Then a new- 
type tooth paste was created to 
apply them daily. The name is 
Pepsodent. That tooth paste, 
now used the world over, is 
bringing a new dental era. 





Pepsodent brings other great 
results. It multiplies the alka- 
linity of the saliva, which is 
there to neutralize mouth acids. 
It multiplies the starch diges- 
tant in the saliva. That digests 
starch deposits on teeth. 


These results come also from 
certain elements in fruit. They 
give manifold power to these 
great natural tooth-protecting 
agents. 


You'll be surprised 
The Pepsodent results will 
amaze you. They will bring you 
new conceptions of what clean 
teeth mean. You will want all 
in your home to have them ever 
after. 


Send the coupon for a 10-Day 
Tube. Note how clean the teeth 
feel after using. Mark the ab- 
sence of the viscous film. See 
how teeth become whiter as the 
film-coats disappear. 


This is too important to for- 
get. Cut out coupon now. 
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modern research, now advised by 
leading dentists the world over. 


Canadian Office and Laboratories: 
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“So you crawled out of your rat hole, 
when the column started, to see what you 
could pinch. Good pickin’, eh, what?” 

Colonel Swank made a low, murmured 
exclamation. “History tells us,” he said, 
“how the rich cities of antiquity were looted 
by the soldiery of invading armies; but 
there can hardly have been a parallel to 
this in any known case. The whole 
country for a considerable distance on 
either side of the line of march was denuded 
of every article of value, even the venerated 
images of Buddha in the holy temple of Ten 
Thousand Ages were broken to pieces with 
dynamite, under the impression that they 
concealed articles of value. Of course, the 
Chinese population concealed everything 
they could; but they could not conceal the 
women, and they were not always able to 
conceal their articles of value; such as 
carved ivory, cloisonné, vases, silks, furs 
and the like.” 

“The lid was off,” said Bow Bell, “about 
as it would be in India if the English went 
out. Cut along with your story. The 
Chink gave you two gold twenties to bring 
in Major Dillard with four more in his 
hand if you put it over. You brought him 
in, didn’t you? Gawd, is there anything 
you wouldn’t do for a hundred dollars! 
Name it, Colonel, let me hear what it 
sounds like.” 

Swank’s voice did not change. He was 
unresponsive to the taunt. “Yes,” he said, 
“IT was so fortunate as to induce Major 
Dillard to visit the monastery under my 
guidance, though it required some diplo- 
matic effort, and some insistence; but the 
Major had confidence in my cloth, and he 
was making every effort to prevent a loot- 
ing of the country along the line of march.” 

Bow Bell laughed in a high staccato. 

“Confidence in your cloth! .. . It 
was just a piece of your damned luck that 
the American officer never heard of you 
He thought you were an _ honest-to-God 
missionary. Well, go on and tell me about 
it. You say the old Viceroy, with the 
Boxers on one side and the foreign devils 
on the other, was cooped up in a monastery 
along the line of march, with the women of 
all the important families in the province, 
and everything of value that they hadn’t 
time to bury. You'd nose it*out, Johnny- 
on-the-spot. You couldn’t get it yourself 
—some Chink would have put a knife in 
you—and it was no good to you for the 
foreign devils to get it, so you took your 
little old hundred and eighty, and went in 
to the American headquarters to see Major 
Dillard. Eh, what!” 

He went on condensing the unessentials 
in the hope of getting Colonel Swank for- 
ward with his narrative. “The viceroy was 
sick, and too old to travel. It was all he 
could do to sit up. His only chance was 
to put himself under the protection of the 
American Expeditionary Force. The English 
were on ahead, and he knew what the 
Russians and Germans would do to him. 
Gawd!” 

Swank made a_ vague gesture—a 
languorous moving of his hand over his 
threadbare knee. “It was evening,” he con- 
tinued. “Night was coming on by the time 
I had persuaded Major Dillard to come 
with me. I had a good deal of difficulty 
to get him to come with me alone, without 
a guard. Not that he was afraid. This 
American officer was not afraid. You could 
tell that by his face. There was no way to 
frighten him; but it was irregular, and he 
had practically to go incognito. The Viceroy 
had stipulated with me that I should bring 
the American officer alone. He did not 
wish the common soldiers to know what the 
monastery contained. I had some difficulty 
to convince Major Dillard; but as I have 
said, he had faith in my cloth.” 

“My word,” said the gun-man, “you 
were in luck! Did they send a 
yellow chair?” 

The placidity of Swank was unmoved. 
“No,” he said. “As it happened, the chairs 
were red. It was some of the chairs in 
which the women had been brought in. 
You know, a bride in China is always sent 
to the house of her husband in a red chair. 
All the red chairs in the province had been 
commandeered to bring in the young 
daughters of the high Chinese residents, to 
the protection of the Viceroy.” 

Bow Bell interrupted with a sort of 
vehemence. 

“Damn it, man, get on. How far was 
it to the monastery?” But the deliberation 
of Swank’s narration was not to be hurried. 
His hand moved the long sharp blade of his 
knife slowly along the piece of soft wood, 
removing a shaving like a ribbon. He went 
on in his slow drawl: 

“The monastery was a few miles west 
of the advancing column. The American 
Division had just come up; behind it was a 
smart regiment from Berlin; and behind 
that, farther down, were the Russians. You 
see, the whole expeditionary force in China 
had been put under the command of Count 
von Waldersee. The German Emperor had 
intrigued for this supreme command; had, 
in fact, openly solicited it- from the 


Chancelieries of Europe. The German 
Emperor thought he would make a great 
point in the world if the supreme command 
of the allied forces in China should be put 
under a German officer.” 

Swank paused as from the weariness of 
effort. Von Waldersee was a big, purple- 
faced German, wearing a helmet with a 
black eagle on the top of it, and a white 
chin-strap; and he always rode a black 
charger. The theatrical conceptions of the 
Emperor must be carried out in detail. 
And the officious von Waldersee was over- 
looking no occasion. An orderly had just 
arrived from the German High Command 
as I entered to interview Major Dillard, 
and as it happened the American general 
put the message that this orderly carried 
into his pocket as he came out with me.” 

Bow Bell cursed under his breath. “I 
know all that,” he said. 

Undisturbed, unmoved and deliberate, 
Colonel Swank continued with his narra- 
tive. “We set out in the red chairs. We 
traveled for about three miles west to the 
monastery. We passed first under that 
queer thing which is to be found in China— 
a sort of gateway and triumphal arch; but 
without any supporting wall about it. This 
arch had now a big tarpaulin stretched 
across it on which was painted an immense 
white cross. Through this arch on a flag- 
paved road we approached the main struc- 
ture of the monastery. Before us, as we 
entered the paved court, was a double 
roofed square tower, with a door on either 
side. 

“We got down from the chairs and went 
in. At the door stood the old Chinese 
official who had given me the two yellow 
boys. He now handed me the remaining 
four, and we entered the monastery. Within 
there was an immense image of Buddha, 
covered with gold leaf. A circular stairway 
mounted around the inner walls of the 
temple so that one might go up to the very 
face of the Buddha, sitting in his eternal 
calm. 

“About us as we entered the temple 
were crowds of Buddhist priests, their heads 
shaven, and wearing long yellow robes con- 
fined at the waist by a sash, and felt-soled 
slippers. The Chinese official went on, and 
we followed behind him. He passed 
through a door at the rear of the shrine, 
and we were at once in an immense, low 
room, 

“One was not able to see what decora- 
tions the walls had contained, as they were 
heaped on all sides to the ceiling with bales 
of silks, furs, and embroideries; and about 
were chests and boxes, piled in some con- 
fusion as though they had just been brought 
in. The whole chamber was a warehouse, 
and it was filled to the ceiling, except for a 
narrow passage through the middle. This 
we traversed, and coming to the end of it, 
passed through a yellow door into another 
chamber. We entered here a room of lesser 
dimensions; but it was fitted up after the 
usual idea of Chinese luxury—great mirrors 
around the walls; rich rugs on the floor, a 
variety of clocks, all going at a different 
hour; and many screens and tapestries. 

“In the middle of the room, in a chair 
padded with silk cushions, sat the viceroy. 
He was an ancient man, evidently at the 
end of life. His face was like wrinkled 
parchment. The white, straggling beard 
remained; but the whole dome of his skull 
was bald and yellow with age. 

“But the most striking thing in the place 
was the women. The whole room was 
literally crowded with them—the daughters 
of the important men of the province. 
Sitting about on the priceless carpets, 
clothed in exquisite silks, they looked like 
quaint dolls. Their hair was knotted in 
the usual Chinese fashion with gum, and 
thrust through with ornaments of jade, and 
gold pins; their mouths painted.” 

The viceroy was too ill to rise; 
but he made a salute in the German 
fashion with his hand when Major 
Dillard entered; and he began at once to 
address the American through the Chinese 
official who accompanied us, and whose 
English was as good as my own. He asked 
for protection to the monastery, and a 
guard; and extending his hand to the great 
storeroom through which we had passed, 
he offered the American anything that he 
wished in payment for this protection. 
Major Dillard endeavored to explain that 
the Allied Armies were not on a quest of 
loot; but were merely endeavoring to re- 
lieve the legations at Pekin, and establish 
order in the country; that they could re- 
ceive no compensation for this service; and 
that he would endeavor to protect the 
monastery. 

“But he was disturbed about a guard. 
The American Expeditionary Force was not 
large, and he was easily able to see the 
international complications that might arise 
if he left here an American guard to clash, 
perhaps, with the German division behind 
him.” 

Swank moved slightly in his position 
against the drum of the freighter. “At this 

(Turn to page 34) 
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Delicious Desserts 
with Cranberry Sauce 


You can make a wonder- 
ful variety of dessert dishes 
that are different, as well 
as delicious, with cranberry 
sauce! And the best cran- 
berry sauce can be made in 
ten minutes by this recipe: 


Ten-Minute 
Cranberry Sauce 


One quart cranberries, two 
cups boiling water, 1/2 to 
2 cups sugar. Boil sugar 
and water together for five 
minutes; skim; add the 
cranberries and boil with- 
out stirring (five minutes is 
usually sufficient) until all 
the skins are broken. Re- 
move from the fire when 
the popping stops. 


Here are three helpful 
suggestions for quick, 
tasty desserts made 
with Cranberry Sauce. 
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Meringue Pie 


You never tire of cranber- 
ries. Their flavor is always 
a delight. Healthful—eco- 
nomical. No waste, no 
peeling, no coring. 
To be sure of getting the 
choicest cultivated varie- 
ties, always ask for 
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Illustrated cranberry recipe 
folder sent free on request. 


American Cranberry Exchange 
90 West Broadway, New York 
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Cranberries 













there. Him the prince thought it wise to 
kill, with the knife he had brought along 

We saddled the bay mare I called 
Mosulla for myself and the dapple-gray 
stallion for him. He wished at first to 
ride the red stallion, and did indeed, after 
a struggle, saddle him, but as there was 
such grave danger of injury and as that 
noble but wild-hearted creature would not 
follow and could never in the world be led, 
I persuaded the prince to leave him, 
addled as he already was. As I con 
fidently expected, most of the other animals 
followed Each of us led two, leaving those 
who would to follow behind. Altogether 
we took thirteen, and still have twelve 

Dawn was streaking the eastern sky 
when I presented the Wa zir’s tablet at the 
wall, and the city was already stirring about 
the business of the day. We rode quietly 
until the suburbs had dropped behind, and 
then lashed out furiously. Their endurance, 
these three days, has been amazing. We 
both regret that the red stallion had to be 
left. It is China’s loss 

The prince is ten years older; a man 
indeed. He is gravely kind to me, but does 
not smile. I can see that he thinks much 
of his people, and of the great privilege 
that will one day be his of serving them 
as a world-ruling emperor. It is a pro 
foundly sobering thought. We do not speak 
of the queen. We cannot. The furious 
drive of our flight is a blessing; we speak 
only of that, and of the horses. 

He is sleeping now in the adjoining 
room. 


Written in a suburb of T’ai Can. 

My Mosulla, of the gentle and generous 
spirit, you who have taught me what it is 
to give, never again shall my eyes behold 
your face. Never again shall I see your 
perfect body in the dance. Only your 
queen could have taken you from me 
Your soul is mine, but your life is hers 
My soul is yours, but my wretched life 
is my poor gift to the Son of Heaven. 
Among those of the lily feet I shall move 
sadly with averted face. I shall lie alone 
on the Sitting Tiger Hill and gaze with un- 
happy eyes into the sunset. 


A day’s ride beyond. Night. Mountains 

This is the way of it. We rode along 
a narrow defile with the weary horses at a 
walk. The prince first saw a circle of 
blue tents on a promontory. A _ breeze 
came down the hillside, and suddenly we 
beheld the yellow dragon flag float out 
above the blue circle. Through a mist, 
with a sob in my throat, I glanced at my 
prince and saw that he humbly, not speak- 
ing, bowed his head. 

Sentries received us, men of our own 
people, and led us to the central tent. The 
commander was one Ch’eng Po-i, of whom 
I had seen a little at So kui. The sentry 
withdrew. Ch’eng dismissed his attendants; 
and then dropped to his knees and thrice 
touched his forehead to the rug. 

“Please!” said the prince, motioning 
him to stand; adding, with gentle dignity— 
“At Lo yang, yes; but not here.” 

Ch’eng then stood, but was ill at ease. 

“Then,” remarked the prince, “my 
journey is known.” 

“To General Protector Pan Ch’ao and 
to myself, Majesty There were advices 
from the court My order I beg un 
worthily to show Your Imperial High- 
ness.” 

The prince read the brief orders; and 
then, to General Ch’eng’s plain amazement, 
handed the parchment to me. I hardly 
knew how to accept this mark of friendship 
and confidence. 

The orders were marked secret and 
personal; to proceed through the country 
beyond the T’song line and there find a 
certain personage known among those close 
to him as Ch’ing and bring him safely 
back. The force was small, but carried 
with the flag a threat of vast armies to 
follow 

We led Ch’eng forth then to see our 
horses. Already willing hands had brought 
them food and had set at cleaning them 
The prince, speaking always in the simple 
person of Ch’ing, asked that they be re- 
leased, and at once they came to us, 
crowding about and nosing for sweets. The 
younger officers crowded about in wonder. 

To me, then, the general spoke 

“Excellent Jan Po, the General Protector 
has told me of your errand to Balkh. It 
gives me pleasure indeed to testify that 
you have fulfilled the commission with com- 
plete success. And in thus commending 
you, I am conscious of speaking also for 
him. For much store has he set to this 
search for the perfect horse. You have 
brought a stallion, mares and fillies, all 
the finest the world has ever beheld. From 
them shall derive a new race of splendid 
beasts for the Court of Heaven and the 
commanders of His Majesty’s armies.” 

I had forgotten the possibility of per- 
sonal success. My heart was not here; it 
was in Balkh. And my eyes were still wet. 
But I recollected myself and bowed deeply. 
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And the prince said, to me, in a low voice, 
and, I thought, with a sigh—“I wish he 
might have seen the red stallion.” 

General Ch’eng has given me letters. 
One is from Hsu Shen. My father writes, 
too; kindly as always. Him I revere pro- 
foundly. But the little tales of our house 
hold at Lo yang chill my heart. He, they, 
all of them at home—can never be told 
what I have seen and experienced. My 
father speaks gently of my long delayed 
marriage. It appears that he has com- 
municated with a neighbor, the father of a 
beautiful girl who would be a wife in a 
thousand, 

We shall be somewhat delayed here 
General Ch’eng has sent forward to T’ai 
Can a hundred of cavalry with native in- 
terpreters. We must have passed them 
during one of our night rides. 

Two weeks have passed, and the 
hundred is not yet back from T’ai Can 
At first, after our arrival, I wondered why 
the prince did not press on; but since have 
gathered that General Ch’eng has orders to 
keep him always within sight. The prince 
believes that this is our most difficult time 
The hard journey eastward, once we are 
really under way, will prove, he says, an 
immense relief. And after that, hard, hard 
work. Such is his spirit. 

An orderly called me to the General's 
tent. Ch’eng smiled as he greeted me. 

“The hundred are approaching,” he 
said. “And an advance courier brings word 
that a boy has joined them who speaks 
no Chinese but your name. He asks al- 
ways for ‘Jan Po.’ If you will, therefore, 
await him at your tent. I will have him 
conveyed there immediately they arrive.” 

My heart beat high. I hastened to my 
tent, and stood by the entrance. I could 
not sit. The boy had not asked for Ch’ing 
but for me. For me! 

They were a long time in coming. I 
saw them first in the defile below the camp, 
a long line of them. 

The prince lay in his tent. I had not 
disturbed him; had, indeed, blindly obeyed 
Ch’eng. . . They came on, with a 
deliberate thudding of hoofs and a 
jingling of accouterments and bells. It was 
very near, beyond a double.ow of tents. 

Four horses appeared then, three ridden 
by officers, the fourth the fourth 
was the blood-red stallion ridden by a 
ragged slip of a boy. They crossed the 
area and reined up. One of the officers 
dismounted. I waited and waited. The 
stallion was thin. He did not curvet or 
prance now, but merely arched his neck 
somewhat and pawed at the ground, with 
one restless forefoot and _ twisted his 
magnificent head around to look at his 
diminutive rider almost as if he sought 
reassurance. I could have rubbed my eyes. 
How that gamin could so have mastered the 
nearly wild beast passed my comprehension. 
The saddle, I could see, even at that dis- 
tance, was the identical one the prince 
had placed on his back in the night, that 
last terrible night at Balkh. 

The officer reappeared and remounted. 
Slowly, oh, so slowly, they rode toward 
me. Before me they reined up. The com- 
mander greeted me, and said, “I bring you 
a messenger, Jan Po.” Then the boy slip- 
ped gracefully down from his seat, re- 
moved one of the saddle bags, and pros- 
trated himself before me. The stallion 
lowered his head, looked at the prostrate 
boy, and moved, deliberately, toward him, 
even bending his silken head lower and 
nosing the lad’s travel-stained garments. I 
could not believe my eyes. The officers 
smiled, and the commander said, pleasantly, 
“This lad could tame the tiger of the 
jungle.” 

My wits were all ascatter. There, still, 
was the boy, forehead on ground, awaiting 
my will. His short-cropped hair lay rag- 
gedly on his fair young neck. 

“Arise,” I said, in a voice that seemed 
in no way like my own, “and enter.” 

I preceded him into the tent and turned. 
Somewhere I had seen the lad. Again he 
prostrated himself before me 

“Oh, My Master,” he began. =" 

This is an experience that I find ex- 
traordinarily difficult to recollect clearly. 
I know that I trembled like a willow leaf. 
It seems to me that I sprang upon that 
strangely, incredibly masquerading figure, 
lifted it by the arms, and knew it for 
Mosulla. 

Her tears lay on my cheek, as she 
strained against me. She said, “We must 
not think of ourselves now, O King of my 
Heart. You must lead me to your prince.” 
Falteringly she said this, and turned to find 
the dusty old saddle bag 

We composed ourselves, and went to his 
tent. 

“King of the World,” said Mosulla, her 
forehead yet again pressed to the ground, 
“T salute thee.” Her voice, low-pitched and 
darkly rich in tone, trembled and broke. 
The prince had listened with a quick move- 
ment of the head when first she spoke, 
and now lifted his eyes to me in inquiry. 
I was able to utter only the one word of 


explanation—“Mosulla!”—when my own 
self-control gave way. 

He bent forward then, very gently, my 
prince, bent down and touched her shoulder. 
“Rise, Mosulla,” he commanded. 

She did, I thought, make an effort to 
obey, but could not. Her tears were falling 

“O King of the World,” she forced her- 
self to say, “my queen sends to thee by 
my poor hand her last message on this 
earth. Without the smile of thy majestic 
countenance she could not longer live. Nor 
could she bestow her love on one less 
worthy.” 

The saddle bag she had been holding 
close to her dear body, but now she lifted 
it toward him in her two little hands, say- 
ing, simply, brokenly: 

“The last gift of my queen to the king 
of heaven. By command of her majesty 
I bring it.” 

He took the bag. Slowly he unfastened 
the straps and took from it a shriveled 
human heart. 

Motionless he sat, then pressed the heart 
to his lips, as she of Balkh had taught him. 
I lifted Mosulla and led her away. 

For a long time, shut within my own 
tent, we were deeply silent together, my 
beloved and I. But later in the day her 
eyes became wistful, and she said: “O my 
adored one, I have seen thee. Thou 
knowest I am thine. I can love no other. 
I am content. On the morrow I shall 
return to my people.” 

Timidly she said that. It frightened me. 
I held her in my arms and said, in her 
manner, 

“Thou art my wife and shalt abide with 
me, sweet echo of my heart.” 


At So kui. 

The Prince of Heaven came to me at my 
inn. He, whose command it is life’s great- 
est privilege to obey! And here he sat 
with me and drank. Until he rose to go, 
I did not read the purpose of his call. But 
then from his pouch he drew two parts of 
a tablet of jade on which were graven the 
characters of royalty, and before my eyes 
fitted the broken edges together. Then he 
gave one part to me. 

“With this in your possession, Jan Po, 
my friend,” he said, “they of the court 
can never keep you from me.” 

Thus ceremoniously, as was fitting be- 
tween friends, we parted. 


Excerpt from a letter to Hsu Shen. 
Written at So Kui. 

Much of this have I communi- 
cated to my reverend parent, but there 
is matter here which his more than ex- 
cellent mind may perhaps receive with mis- 
givings. Therefore I must beg of you, my 
old friend, to visit him at the house of 
my fathers and acquaint him in your own 
language with all that I have written. 

Regarding my career, I have not told 
him of my promotion, but have preferred 
entrusting you with the task. Thus you 
will approach him bearing good news. Per- 
haps he will understand from your kindly 
lips better than from the colder characters 
of a letter that my knowledge of the bar- 
barous tongues of these western tribes and 
of the geography of the region enable me 
to be of no inconsiderable value to General 
Protector Pan Ch’ao and open to me the 
possibility of much more rapid advance- 
ment than could be the case were I to re- 
turn to the court. 

When this is clear to him, he will 
not, I trust, feel so deeply in the matter 
of my marriage. It is true that my wife 
does not yet speak our language, though 
she is quick of wit and studies eagerly. 
It is true, also, that she has the large feet 
and the strange round eyes of the West. 
But I must ask you to assure him that I 
have not chosen weakly or beneath the 
dignity of my ancestral line. My wife 
has known two cultures that are less only 
a little than our own. She has known 
marble palaces and exquisite gardens and 
scenes of splendor. And I wish you would 
assure him that she is more than a wife to 
me. She is my companion and my friend. 
And my revered father should also know 
that she has been the trusted servant and, 
I may dare to say, friend of a queen. 
Above all he should know that. 

And will you not explain to him, as 
well, that I cling without faltering to my 
study of the classics; that I think daily 
of his noble influence and of the precepts 
with which he ennobled my youth and 
guided my sometimes erring young man- 
hood; that it is my hope yet to exhibit to 
him that firm character and sound reputa- 
tion which would make less heavy on his 
heart the burden of his declining years. 

“Better than one who knows what is 
right is one who is fond of what is right; 
and better than one who is fond of what 
is right is one who delights in what is 
right.” 

So he taught me in my youth, in the 
words of the master of all thought. And 
so I now endeavor to shape my life. 

[THE END] 
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cMince ‘Meat 


Distant lands, as well as our own, con- 


HEINZ 
Plum Pudding 


the recipe, and the sl in prep tribute their best to make the name 
perience. It you already Know Heinz stand for the most delicious 
goodness. If you have never Mince Meat. Fragrant spices from the 
for you, Orient, selected black, fruity currants 
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HIS buffet supper was prepared from the recipes of 
Mrs. L. R., a young New York hostess whose dinner 
parties possess marked charm. Mrs. R’s pie crust recipe 
is given just below: 
a Mrs. R’s Pie Crust Recipe 
ba 1% cupfuls flour 4 teaspoon s: 


‘4 cup or 4 ounces of Crisco 


Sift the flour and salt together. Cut the Crisco in with a 
knife until it is about the consistency of corn meal. Add 
enough ice water—about four to six tablespoonfuls— 
make a paste which will clear the bowl. Cover a pie tin, 
add the filling and moisten edges. Cut strips of pastry 
about 34 inch wide, place crisscross over top of pie and 
bake +5 minutes in moderate oven. 
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ysterious Letter 
appetizing foods on 2,000,000 tables 


MENU 


Celery Salted Almonds 


. 
Creamed Chicken 
in Timbale Cases 


* 


Light Biscuits 








na 


Salad 
Asparagus Tips with Mayonnaise 


Cheese Crackers 





* 


Cranberry Tart Pie 
Chocolate 


Chocolate Layer Cake 
Coffee 


VU; 


This is the menu for 
Mrs. R’s Buffet Supper 





NE morning some years ago the postman 

brought us a puzzling letter. It came from 
a scientist in Warrington, England, who said, 
in effect: “I have a method in which you will 
be interested.” That was all—he gave no real 
clue to his meaning. However, we replied: 
“If you are ever in the United States come to 
see us.” 

Some months later he did come and explained 
the idea whose full development by us was to 
effect sweeping changes in cooking methods. We 
employed him and through several long years 
we perfected, by more than 1000 experiments, 
the method which gave to the world a new, re- 
markable, cooking ingredient. 

This ingredient was a rich, creamy shorten- 
ing made from the pure sweet oils of growing 
plants. Here, for the first time, was a single 
shortening which not only filled every shorten- 
ing need—every cake making, baking and frying 
purpose; but actually improved the cooking re- 
sults. 

Crisco, as we called the new shortening, was 
quickly adopted by chefs, by domestic science 
schools and by millions of women who sought 
perfection in their food. 


New delicate flavors from food 


In every state experienced cooks welcomed 
Crisco as a new aid to their skill because it 
instantly revealed new delights in food flavors. 
They discovered that with Crisco the fine, nat- 
ural flavors of foods asserted themselves, un- 
disguised, as formerly, by the flavor of the short- 
ening. Egg plant, for example, has a very 
subtle, almost elusive flavor easily destroyed in 
the cooking, yet women found that egg plant 
fried in Crisco retained to the full the piquant 
taste that Nature gave it. 

For you, as for a multitude of other women, 
Crisco deep frying will retain all the delicate, 
natural flavors just as if these flavors were im- 
prisoned in air tight cases. Crisco puts such a 


quick brown seal on fried foods that the flavors 
can’t get out and neither can the Crisco soak in. 

To your muffins, to your biscuits, and hot 
breads, Crisco will lend the same delicious flavors 
achieved by many of our most noted cooks—the 
rich, natural flavors of the ingred‘ents. 


Friends by the million and 
what they say 


To keep sympathetically, in touch with home 
cooking we often send out women who chat 
with housekeepers about culinary problems. 
Among the most thoughtful housekeepers these 
investigators find an almost universal preference 
for Crisco. Some of the following varied and 
interesting reasons for this preference may be 
new to you: 

“Because it is a pure, wholesome, vegetable 
shortening, not an animal fat,”’ say many women. 

“Because it stays sweet and fresh indefinitely ; 
need not be kept in the ice-box,” say others. 

“I prefer Crisco because, after straining, you 
can use it again and again. Why, you can fry 
onions, then fish and then potatoes in Crisco and 
the potatoes will not even hint of the onions or 
fish!” is one comment often heard. 

And careful hostesses find that Crisco frying 
makes none of the smoke and unpleasant odor 
that so often detracts from the charm of 
hospitality. 

In cooking with Crisco you may originate some 
new, delightful recipe. If you do we would like 
to have it, for many of our best recipes come 
from our friends in the home—the women whose 
friendly allegiance has made Crisco the largest 
selling single shortening in America. 

Without a doubt you can achieve in your own 
home the same delicious cooking results that 
husbands and children are enjoying in 2,000,000 
other homes. Ask your grocer for a can of Crisco 
to-day; try it in the recipe given here or use it 
in any of your own favorite recipes without any 
bothersome change of method. 
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Avoid Smoke and 
Unpleasant Odor! 
ona FRY with this fat and keep your 
dinner whole house fresh, and charmingly 
t recipe free from odor. Tests made at the Uni- 
versity of Vermont showed that this fat 
could be heated to 446 degrees without 
smoking, while the most commonly used 
oon sail animal fat smoked at 374 degrees. 
) with a 
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pie tin, * e . ” ; 
f pastry ee ee eee set See CLIP THIS COUPON TO-DAY 
pie and In return for 20c (in stamps or coin) we will send 


Procter & Gamble Co., Dept L, Cincinnati, Ohio. 


I enclose 2oc. Please send me, postage prepaid, your special half pound 
sample can and Mrs. Neil’s cooking secrets. 


you a special sample can of Crisco (containing 
full half pound) together with Mrs. Neil’s Cook- 
ing Secrets—a cook book containing scores of 
helpful cooking hints and 250 tested recipes. Ad- 
dress Section L, Dept. of Home Economics, The 
Procter & Gamble Co., Cincinnati, Ohio. 
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It launders beautifully 


and wears endlessly 


Ready-mades in 
Fruit of the Loom 
fabrics 

Sheets and Pillow- 
cases 

Men's Shirts 

Master Shirts and 
Blouses for Boys 
Nightwear for Men, 
Women and Children 
Women’s and Chil- 
dren's Underwear 
Lady Sealpax Ath- 
letic Underwear 
Varsity Athletic 
Underwear 

Her Majesty's Petti- 
coats 

Nurses’ and Maids’ 
Unitorms 

Iwanta Middy Waists 
Iwanta Rompers and 
Creepers 

Umbrellas 

Bias Seam Tape 


Fruit of the Loom 


OR the woman intent upon the capable 

and thrifty administration of her house- 
hold, it is important to know how white 
goods will launder and wear. You need not 
be a textile expert to judge of this in the case 
of Fruit of the Loom muslin, for this won- 
derful cloth has been tried and proved by 
years of use. 

There are thousands of women who can 
tell you that sheets and pillow-cases made of 
Fruit of the Loom muslin are truly ideal— 
soft and smooth to the touch, firm and sub- 
stantial in weave, with that feel of quality 
which is so instantly discernible; and that 
they retain their brilliant whiteness through 
countless washings. 

These are qualities infinitely desirable in 
wearables” of many kinds as well as in 
bedding. If January is your replenishing 
time for white goods, you will find it worth 
while to look for fabrics bearing the Fruit of 
the Loom label. You will find it on a mar- 
velously fine and silky nainsook, and a new 
long-cloth better than any you have known 
before. 

If you prefer to buy things ready-made, 
you will find many of the best of those you 
need bearing the Fruit of the Loom label. 
Leading manufacturers are using Fruit of 
the Loom fabrics in white and colors for 
ready-mades of many kinds. 

B. B. & R. KNIGHT, INc. 
Converse & Company, Selling ey 
88 Worth Street, New York, N. 


ee 


Made by the Knight Mills of New England 





Look for the 


; Fruit of the Loom trade- 
y mark woven in colors on 
ready-made garments, 
and the words “Fruit 
of the Loom” on the 
selvage of piece goods. 
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moment,” he said, “while Major Dillard was 
engaged with the difficult problem before 
him, an extraordinary event occurred. 
There was a clamor of voices outside. A 
Chinese guard hurtled through the door, 
and fell on the floor before the viceroy. 
There was a sound of heavy footsteps, the 
clang of side arms, the echo of guttural 
voices, and a moment later a dozen German 
officers entered the room. 

“They were young Prussian under- 
officers from the portion of the Germany 
company behind the American division. 
They stopped inside the door, lost for a 
moment in wonder at the very miracle of 
the thing they were seeking. Then they 
noticed Major Dillard, standing beside the 
viceroy’s chair. They brought their heels 
together and made him a formal military 
salute; but it was clear they regarded him 
as of no particular importance—as merely 
a soldier from the American Division to 
be accorded the usual amenities; but not 
to be permitted to interfere with any design 
they had in mind. 

“There followed a brief, verbal passage 
at arms. Major Dillard explained that the 
monastery was under the protection of the 
American Division; that it must not be 
disturbed, and requested the German 
officers to withdraw. They replied with a 
courtesy in which there was a high con- 
tempt, that as the American Division had 
passed on, and the German company ar- 
rived on the ground, the monastery was 
under the protection—they got a sneering, 
contemptuous note in the word—of the 
German Expeditionary Force, and they 
must insist on their right of control. 

“They were all under the influence of 
liquor; one or two of them were plainly 
drunk, It was evident that Major Dillard 
could not control them, and it was clear 
that their contention of their right of 
control over the Chinese territory adjacent 
to their division was in point of legal virtue 
superior to that of the American Division 
that had passed on, and from which Major 
Dillard had returned here. They spoke 
with an exaggerated courtesy to the Ameri- 
can; but they were clearly intending to 
seize the monastery, to ignore any claim 
of the Americans over it, and they made 
that intention insolently evident. The old 
Chinese viceroy understood it at once. 
Despair enveloped him. His chin dropped 
on his bosom, and he put out his hands 
like one resigned to the inevitable. It was 
at this moment that the dramatic sequel 
arrived.” 

Colonel Swank paused; he made a slight 
gesture with the hand in which the long 
sharp blade of his knife moved on the soft 
wood. “I have mentioned,” he said, “how 
in character were the acts of Wilhelm II 
in this international affair, and now one 
of these theatrical gestures intervened with 
a shattering dénouement. Major Dillard 
offered no further argument. He took out 
of his pocket the message which he had 
received from von Waldersee as we were 
setting out and read it: It was an order 
of the High Command putting a portion 
of a German company under the command 
of that foreign general whose division it 
followed, and thus this order put the Ger- 
man advance guard, of which these Prus- 
sians were officers, under the command of 
the American general. It was the Emperor’s 
gracious return for the grant of the supreme 
command to von Waldersee. Major Dillard 
made no comment. He gave a curt order 
as though he were addressing a sergeant’s 
squad. 

“The Prussians were to remain and 
guard the monastery during the whole of 
the allied occupation; nothing should be 
disturbed; they would be held responsible 
for every life and every article, and for the 
rigid preservation of order. It was a hard, 
clear, comprehensive direction: And they 
were to report to him in Pekin. 

“The amazement of the young Prussian 
officers was beyond any word to express. 
They recognized the black eagle and the 
signature of the German High Command. 
Every vestige of human initiative vanished 
out of them. Von Waldersee’s was an 
ukase of the All Highest. They formed 
in a line before the American, clicked their 
heels and saluted. And he set them about 
the outside of the monastery as a guard; 
and went away in his chair.” 

Mr. Bow Bell threw himself forward 
from the iron drum of the tramp with a 
great cackle of laughter. 

“Gawd!” he cried. “And they couldn't 
touch a girlie or a cash piece. And what 
did you do, you fat old crook?” 

Colonel Swank resumed his narrative as 
though there had been no interruption. “I 
remained,” he said, “though not entirely 
at my own initiative. The old viceroy had 
drawn the conclusion from some remarks of 
Major Dillard that the white cross which 
the monks had put up before the gate of 
the monastery was a protecting symbol of 
the great Christian religion, and that in 
some manner its effect on Major Dillard 
bad produced the result which followed. 
The viicroy began to inquire of me why 


the cross was a sacred symbol in our 
religion ? 

“IT explained it to him: that Jesus of 
Nazareth, the Messiah of the Christians, had 
been crucified on a tree, and that this cross 
was symbolical of that crucifixion—of that 
vicarious atonement for the sins of the 
world. He did not understand the 
metaphysics of my explanation; but he un- 
derstood its physical essentials: that the 
God of the Christians had been crucified on 
a tree, and that this concrete representation 
was, therefore, sacred, as the images of 
Buddha in his eternal calm, with the lotus 
flower in his hand; that the cross meant to 
all western religions what the image of 
Buddha meant to Asia. He understood 
crucifixion. It was a torture of death 
known to the Chinese; but reserved only 
for the lowest criminals. He interrogated 
me minutely upon the details of this cruci- 
fixion, and I gave him an accurate picture 
of it! But in the translation I made use 
always of the Chinese word for tree. A 
lack of precision in language which had 
presently a definite result. 

“For a week I remained in_ the 
monastery as a guest of the viceroy. I was 
treated like a prince; and then I was given 
a present for Major Dillard, and sent on 
to the American division. I traveled in a 
chair like an envoy, parallel, but at some 
distance from the line of march, and I over- 
took him before he reached Pekin.” 

“And what was the present?” said Bow 
Bell. “Twelve she asses laden with gold?” 

“No,” replied the Colonel in his weary 
drawl, “it was not. It was a carving in 
ivory representing the crucifixion of Jesus 
of Nazareth as I had described it, wrapped 
in a piece of black silk, embroidered with a 
white cross, not worth a pound and six 
pence. The carving, a mediocre work of 
art, might have been worth a hundred 
dollars in America. 

“You will recall that I used the word 
tree in my description to the viceroy, and 
this carving represented an ivory tree made 
of the whole segment of an elephant tusk. 
It was about four inches in diameter, and 
ten inches high. The base represented the 
roots of the tree spread out, so that the 
thing would stand in balance. Broken 
limbs represented the cross-pieces to which 
the hands of the figure were nailed. The 
feet were spiked together on the trunk; 
the head thrown back, and encircled with a 
crown of thorns, made the entire top of the 
carving, that is, the top of the tree.” 

“Well, for heaven’s sake,” said Bow Bell. 
“A piece of carved elephant’s tusk for a 
job like that! Did you steal it?” 

Colonel” Swank went on. “And it was 

carved in tiny English letters around the 
base with a legend, not badly worded for a 
pagan imitation of the scriptures: ‘Inas- 
much as you turned your head to save us 
may He turn His head to save a." 
No, I didn’t steal it. How could I steal 
it? There was a Chinese runner on each 
side of the chair. I was never out of sight 
of them, and they each had a knife. I 
delivered it to the Major.” 

“Well, he didn’t get much for his 
trouble,” said Bow Bell. “It’s no good to 
be good!” His voice descended into a 
confidential note; he leaned a little toward 
his companion. “Now, you said you had 
a notion about this thing at the beginning 
of your talk. What was that notion, 
Colonel? You say you were going to 
America. You said you were going to find 
that crucifix. You said you had a notion 
about it. What is your notion?” For a 
moment Colonel Swank did not reply. His 
hands moved; the long sharp blade of the 
knife peeling off ribbons of pine from the 
piece of soft wood. The sun was going 
down, and the sea continued to be as 
placid as a sheet of glass. There was no 
one in sight on the rear of the deck of the 
freighter; but at the moment Swank began 
to speak, one of the Chinese crew appeared. 
The Colonel lowered his voice, and what 
he said passed in a whisper to his com- 
panion. What happened after was fatal 
and unforeseen for this ill-omened person. 
Bow Bell looked quickly about the deck. 
The individual of the Chinese crew had 
passed behind the leprous stack of the 
freighter. Mr. Bow Bell spoke softly, and 
leaned over toward his companion. “You're 
going to get a lot of ash on your shirt, 
Colonel,” he said; and taking hold of the 
hand in which his companion held the 
knife with which he had been whittling the 
piece of packing board, he brought it up 
with a firm grasp, and drove the long lade 
of the knife into the man’s chest just under 
the heart, guiding it carefully with the 
fingers of his left hand so that the blade 
would enter in the interstice between the 
ribs. 

For a moment the huge body of the 
man did not move. Then, his eyes widened, 
and his mouth extended in a sort of 
wonder. “Why, you dirty little beast!” 
he drawled. “You dirty little beast!” Then 
his head fell forward, the great, slack body 
quivered, shuddered and was motionless. 

[Turn to page 49] 
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If your rheumatism comes on again this year— 





How can a medicine that is applied on the outside of the skin reach a 
pain deep down in the joints and muscles? This treatment acts by stimu- 
lating the brain to send new blood to the affected area + 7 





—— 


ON’T suffer unnecessary pain. Get relief at once. It 

may be splendidly courageous to just “grin and bear 
it’’—but it is a frightful waste of the very vital resources 
you need to help you get rid of the cause of pain. 


Your doctor will tell you that pain should always be 
relieved—just as quickly and as completely as possible. 


And this relief is easily at hand. However deep-seated, 
however hard to reach the pain may seem to you, it can 
be stopped—quickly and permanently. 


Nearly fifty years ago a remedy for muscular pain was 
given to the world that has brought relief to so many 
sufferers that today you will find it in one home out of 
every three. 


This remedy is Sloan’s Liniment—probably the fore- 
most household remedy in America, used all over the 
world and recommended by doctors everywhere. 


No matter where the pain is, no matter how deep 
down in joints and muscles, it can be reached if the nat- 
ural curative powers inside the body are only aroused. 


When you use Sloan’s, it stimulates the nerves on the 
skin. They arouse the brain, which in turn causes the 
blood vessels to expand throughout the painful area, 
under the place where the liniment has been applied. 
Rich new blood rushes in. 


This new blood coming, freshly purified, from 
heart and lungs, with all its marvelous germ- 
destroying, upbuilding powers brings to sick, pain- 
ridden tissues just what they need to heal them. 


If the pain is rheumatic, it means that disease germs are 
attacking the joints and muscles. In the tide of pure, 
new blood that is brought straight to the affected spot 
when you apply Sloan’s, are millions of germ destroy- 
ers. So when you send this increased blood supply to 
the place where the germs are, you also send the 
very forces that alone have the power to destroy them.* 


If the pain is due to over-exertion, to a sprain or a bad 
bruise—it is because muscle fibres have been stretched 
to the point of actual injury. The damage must be 
repaired. The blood supplies the materials out of which 
the new tissue must be built up—and it washes away 
the “fatigue poisons” produced by over-exercise. 


This is the scientifically correct way to relieve pain. 
It doesn’t just deaden the nerves. It gives your own 
natural bodily defenses the aid they need to drive out 
the cause of pain. 


Don’t wait until you are in actual need. Get a bot- 
tle of Sloan’s this very day, and have it on hand—35c 
at all druggists. Just apply it—no rubbing is necessary. 
It will not stain. Immediately you feel a gentle warmth 
—then a pleasant tingling of the skin—then, almost 
magically, relief from pain. There is no burning, no 
blistering, only quick, lasting relief. = 


(*) If after one attack has been cured, another comes on, it may be that thereis in your 
body some obscure breeding-place of rheumatism germs—possibly a decayed tooth—which 
the blood cannot reach in sufficient quantities. In this case, see your doctor. 


SLOAN’S Liniment— Kills pain 
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Vivaudou Double Compact. 
A beautifully embossed jeweler’s 


box of Vivaudou’s Complexion ° 
Powder and Rouge, a swivel mir- 
ror, and special puff. 
Spring push- $] 50 
. 


button opener. 


What she likes most- 


something intimately personal 
showing your thought of her 


THAT pleases a girl (and what are women 

but girls grown up?) more than a gift 

that shows you know her likes and dislikes 

chosen because you know it is something of 
which she is particularly fond? 





What is dearer to a woman’s heart than a gift 
intimately personal—to — her become more 
attractive—lovelier—more beautiful ? 


Straight from Paris—with all the rarity of 
atmosphere which is truly Parisian—came these 
ideas of beautiful gifts for women—creations of 
that master Frenchman, Monsieur Vivaudou. 


Study this page with care. Carefully selec 
your gift. Then go to the nearest department 
store—or high class drug store and ask, at the 
toilet goodscounter, forthe Vivaudou Christmas 
gifts you wish. All the sales people know these 
gifts well—and recommend them highly. 


A Vivaudou Christmas gift will delight the 
lady of your heart and is sure to be received 
with keenest appreciation and gratitude. 

For so small an investment, here is a real 
value and certainty of delight and gratification 
for one you most wish to please. 

















Boudoir Pattie 
Real leather case, 
gold embossed, satin lined, containing gold 
or silver-plated metal box with large pat- 
tie of Vivaudou’s Complexion Pow- $ 

der, and special powder puff. . . 5 


Christmas 
Set No. 152 
Red leatherette case, with full size box 
of Mavis Face Powder, a full size tin of 
Mavis Talc, and new bottle Mavis $ 
Toilet Water. Complete 2 
















Christmas 
Set No. 153 
Red leatherette 
case, with fullsize box 
of Mavis Face Powder, 
new bottle of Mavis Toilet Water, and $3 
bottle of Mavis Extract. Complete 





Manicure Set 
Contains Emery Boards, Nail Cream, 
Cuticle Solvent, Orangewood Stick, Nail 
Whitener, Mavis Nail Polishes, (three) 
Nail Powder, and Nail Enamel—with $ 

full directions for using. Set,complete 2 
























Mai d’or 
Christmas Set 
Decorated case with box of Mai d’or Face 
Powder, pattie of Mai d’or Rouge, a full 
size tin of Mai d’or Talc, and bott!l> 

of Mai d'or Toilet Water. Complete 5 


La Boheme 
Christmas Set 
An oblong dressing case, with fancy metal 
Box of La Boheme Talc, box of La Boheme 
Face Powde?, and bottle of La $ 

Boheme Extract Complete 5 
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The Jolly Roger 


(Continued from page 16] 


But for God’s sake don’t tell 


“| om. 
her what an ass I am.’ 

Marie Halkett threw back her head, and 
the room rang with her clear laughter. She 
could not seem to control her mirth; again 
and again she appeared to realize the ridi- 
culous position of this young man, and her 
unrestrained laughter left her almost help- 
less. 

Finally she recovered sufficient breath 
and self-control; and she said to him: “Ilsa 
and I have been wondering why on earth 
you were trying to discover me.” 

At that he looked at her—at her clipped 
head and shabby boy’s attire; and sud- 
denly the mirthful aspect of the affair 
vanished in the ‘raw reality of the situation. 

“Miss Halkett,” he said, “what about 
the other side of this business? I’ve cut 
rather a comic figure in it, so far. But 
there is rather a sinister angle to this 
matter. I say so because agents of the 
United States Government are trying to 
find you to arrest you. That isn’t 
irresistibly comic, is it?” 

“No.” 

“And my comrade, Mr. Gray, and I 
have been trying to find you because we— 
he in particular—believe you innocent.” 

“Who is this Mr. Gray?” 

“He is Fifth Assistant Secretary of the 
Treasury of the United States,” said Endress 
solemnly. “Now, I'll tell you, Miss Hal- 
kett,” continued Endress, “that the best 
thing you could do would be to tell your 
story to Gray. He’s already convinced of 
your innocence. It’s almost an obsession 
with him. He studies your picture all the 
time, and every time he studies it he is 
more firmly convinced. So—if you would 
be willing to meet my comrade, Rudolph 
Gray—” 

“Rudolph Gray!” she said quickly. “I 
think I have seen him,” said the girl quietly. 

“Where? When?” 

“The first time many years ago, inCam- 
bridge. He would not recollect. But I 
think he is quite likely to recollect a more 
recent encounter.” 

“Where ?” 

“In a boat,” she said. “I couldn’t see 
him distinctly. There seemed to be a girl 
with him.” 4 

~ 
OU mean some country girl?” de- 
manded Endress. 
“Yes; she seemed to be a native 
of the village.” 

Endress uttered an unfeigned damn 
“And I here worrying over him! And he 
out with a village girl in a boat! By star- 
light! Was—was she attractive?” 

“She didn’t look very attractive to me,” 
said Marie Halkett, gravely. 

“That isn’t like Rudolph,” muttered 
Endress uneasily; “that isn’t a bit like 
Rudolph Gray. Was she a—common sort 
of girl?” 

“She was rather vulgarly dressed, it 
seemed to me,” said Marie Halkett, without 
a quiver. 

“Well, by George!” said Endress. 

“I’ve got to go,” she said abruptly 

“Why won't you wait here and talk 
frankly to Gray? It’s for your interest to 
do so,” urged Endress. 

“I’m sorry. It is not possible for him 
to be of any service to me. And tell him 
this from me, Mr. Endress. That I do 
believe him to be animated by the kindest 
intentions toward me. I am glad he feels 
so. Really I am I remember him— 
seeing him at Cambridge—when he was a 
student and when I was very young—tell 
him that, too, is one reason why I do not 
wish him to investigate my personal affairs 
or try to help me. He weon’t understand; 
neither will you.” 

“No; I don’t understand, and if you 
want the truth,” retorted Endress bluntly, 
“he’s devoted to you! It—it sounds foolish 
—but he’s mad about your picture.” 

She could not control her laughter. It 
was slightly hysterical. She was becoming 
excited; that was evident. Then suddenly 
her mirth ended; there was a flush on her 
cheeks; an odd brilliancy in the gray eyes. 

“Tell Mr. Gray that, of all men in the 
world—in all the world—he is the one man 
I never could consult regarding my per- 
sonal affairs. He won't understand. I’m 
sorry. But this serious trouble in which 
I find myself I would not have him know 
the true nature of it for anything on earth! 
You need not tell him that. But it is 
true.” 

She turned sharply and went to the 
door; Endress stepped before her. “Wait,” 
he said. “I know Rudolph Gray. He never 
will accept such a message from you. Try 
to realize your position! The moment 
Gray is called back, the government will let 
loose swarms of men to find you.” 

“Are you trying to frighten me?” she 
asked coolly. 

“Don’t you need the law to aid you?” 
he asked. 

“The law!” She laughed. “The law is 
broken on land and sea every minute of 
every day in the year! And the lawmakers 
look on, helpless. I waited and waited for 


the law to do what has got to be done. 
And finally I saw and understood that the 
lawmakers were incapable oi enforcing the 
law. Then I myself went about that busi- 
ness which law and lawmakers and law- 
enforcers failed to accomplish. I am not 
going about it lawfully; I am going about 
it in my own way. And some day I shall 
accomplish what the law can’t. And—then 
it will be time to call in the law,” she 
added bitterly. 

“Do you realize,” he said, “that you are 
suspected of rum-running, piracy, and 
murder ?” 

“IT can’t argue,” she said impatiently. 
“Please let me pass, Mr. Endress. I don’t 
care to have Mr. Gray find me here.” 

“Very well. You have my word of 
honor and you are free to run your silly 
head into the government hornet’s nest,” he 
said, exasperated. “But there’s one thing 
I'd better ask you before you go: do you 
happen to know how that letter addressed 
to you came into this house?” 

“Probably I know. Why?” 

“Who do you think brought it? My 
cousin Ilsa?” 

“Or Mrs. Withers.” 

“No,” said Endress; “a pasty-faced, 
gray old man with nasty black eyes brought 
the letter and the sheet of notepaper you 
discovered in the hallway. His name, I 
believe, is Graul—” 

“Uriah Graul!” she cried. 

“The other man called him Graul—” 

“What other man?” cried the girl ex- 
citedly. 

“I don’t know his name. He was a 
good-looking, supple, agile young fellow. 
He made a loophole in the barn behind 
the house, marked the dining-room window 
with a diamond, oiled the shutters so they 
could be swung open without creaking, 
made Graul place a lighted candle on the 
center table in the sitting-room; made him 
open the front and rear windows and the 
door between the two rooms, then he took 
a shot from the barn at the candle and 
hit it, too.” 

Miss Halkett had turned very white. 

“You did not hear the name of the 
other man—the—good-looking one?” 

“Graul called him Skipper—” 

“Oh-h!” 

For an instant the girl rested against 
the door-sill as though faint; but before 
Endress could touch her, she straightened 
up, and turned toward him a colorless and 
terrible visage. 

“Thank you,” she said. “Let me think 
a moment, please—” 

But Endress, not given to excitement, 
was becoming excited, now: 

“You understand, don’t you?” he said. 
“That man shot at the candle to get his 
range. I read the letter. It was I who 
slit it open. You were supposed to find it 
tomorrow, and sit there at the table—while 
he shot you down in cold blood!” 

“Do you want to do something for 
me?” she said. 

“If it’s nothing dishonorable—yes.” 

HEN listen to me; that man—the 

younger one—is guilty of piracy and 
murder on the high seas. His name is 
Noakes, Herman Noakes. He calls himself 
Ranald Lindsey, now. He _ uses other 
names. He is a rum-runner and has made 
a fortune. The man Graul, Ury Graul, is 
the other end of the business. He has a 
small shop on Fourth Avenue, New York. 
From there he keeps in touch with Noakes 
That’s all you need know. Except that 
my name must not appear in this affair 
It must not!” 
“All right. What do you want me to 
0?” 


“Keep away from this house. Tell Mr 
Gray to keep away. Don’t come into it 
But tomorrow night I want you both to 
be in the woods where the lane leaves the 
highroad. If Noakes and Graul come in 
that way let them pass. They will go to 
the barn. And as soon as they have come 
in, I want you to go quickly to the rail- 
road station. The men you shall see there 
in the waiting-room will be police in plain 
clothes. They will have warrants. I want 
you to tell them where Noakes and Graul 
are to be found—in the barn—and guide 
them there. Will you do this?” 

a. 


“Thank you.” 

She turned toward the door, hesitated, 
looked around : 

“The police will arrest those men. Don't 
try to help the police. I don’t want you 
to be shot. And Noakes will shoot.” 

“Well—” 

“I do not wish you—or Mr. Gray—to 
take the slightest part in this—” 

Something in the face of Endress—his 
expression—checked her—startled her—for 
he seemed to be staring at something be- 
yond the landing, just behind her. 

She turned her head slowly, divining al- 
ready what had happened. 

She was quite right. Rudolph Gray was 
ascending the stairs. 

(Continued in the January McCa.u’s} 
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. UT Nashua Blankets in the guest-room. Prove their warmth for yourself. Rest your 
' Your friends will feel your hospitality more hand on one of them and feel the heat urged 
certainly,and carry away a more lasting sense of back upon itself by the soft, fleecy nap. You iJ 
the luxury of your home and the perfect taste : aie. s00 1) 
fj can appreciate the “feel” of these blankets even iC} 
: of its appointments. bef Ri gi eg ran id 
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. | beautiful printed designs, lend character as Nashua Novelty Blankets are made 66" x 84" \| fl 
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| A toy blanket for Dolly brings delight i 
to the junior housewife and her friends. | 
A doll’s pink or blue plaid Nashua 
Blanket, 16 x 20 inches, will be sent for if 
25 cents (coin or money order). Please | 
specify color. 
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| APrincess of Cador ~ passing fair 





NE has merely to know that Tupor PLarte is a product 
of the OnerpA CoMMuNITY to realize that it is of a 
quality far above the ordinary + + + Exquisite in design— 
a distinctive appointment for even the most formal dinner table. 


Six Teaspoons, $1.50 
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Norma’s little romance was serious this 
time. Mr. Schenck assured me that he had 
no intention of breaking up our little family, 
but proposed to form the Norma Talmadge 
Film Company, and himself present Norma 
in a series of the very finest type of five- 
reel dramas. He planned to give her the 
best material available in the way of 
stories, directors and supporting players; to 
secure an important and extensive distribu- 
tion, and to make her, in time, one of the 
foremost, and perhaps even the foremost, 
emotional actress of the screen. 

Mr. Schenck’s enthusiastic belief in 
Norma was as a golden spur to her and we 
were all agreed that she could not make a 
wiser move than to place her entire future 
in his extraordinarily capable hands. 
Negotiations with the Select Company 
necessitated a trip back to New York, and 
Mr. Schenck wired them that Norma would 
return with him and be ready to start the 
first of the Norma Talmadge Productions, 
presented by Joseph M. Schenck, within a 
few months. 

And so, on October 20, 1916, after a 
brief courtship, Norma was married. 

‘Norma had at last ascended the topmost 
rung of the ladder, if ever there be a 
topmost one. For success, that never 
ending struggle, is like a tape-measure that 
unrolls and unrolls and continues to unroll 
before you, however far you may go. Be- 
cause Norma had her own company, made 
her own pictures under the guidance of her 
husband as president of her company, and 
had won the plaudits of the press, did not 
mean that she could sit complacently upon 
that mythical top rung, with folded arms, 
while she received the applause of the 
world 

And the same is true today. In Norma’s 
case, as in all such cases, it means that she 
must work harder than ever before, in 
order to keep up her standard at all times, 
and to improve upon it when she can. A 
motion picture star’s reputation might be 
said to depend upon the quality of her 
next production. 

Great was Mr. Schenck’s joy and pride 
in Norma’s first picture under his man- 
agerial supervision. It is interesting to note 
that this first of the seventeen pictures 
starring Norma, produced by Mr. Schenck 
for the Select organization from 1916 to 
1920, has recently been reissued by that 
company under its original name, “Pan- 
thea.” And it is as popular today as it was 
five years ago. 

When Constance had been with Selznick 
about two years, and had increased in 
popularity until she was recognized as the 
leader of the film’s light comediennes, Mr. 
Schenck decided to guide her destiny, too, 
and formed the Constance Talmadge Film 
Company, of which he is still president. 
She was now an independent star, free to 
make her own productions, in her own 


studio, which Joe secured § adjoining 
Norma’s, at 322 East 48th Street, New 
York City. 

Natalie and Constance had become 


absolutely inseparable since Norma’s mar- 
riage and departure for New York, and 
after Constance became a Selznick star, 
Natalie gave up her position with the 
Comique Film Company to return to her 
sister. She was as much absorbed in her 
younger sister’s career as if it had been her 
own. Although still persistent in her re- 
fusal to be an actress, Natalie took a 
tremendous interest in the executive and 
production end of everything. She always 
helped in the selection of costumes, and 
talked over every story and every part with 
Constance. Natalie’s one regret at leaving 
Hollywood was leaving Buster. But after 
the manner of two young people who care 
for each other, they decided that neither 
distance nor time could change their affec- 
ticn. 

But Natalie was too young to remain a 
spectator, and it was idleness, far more than 
inclination, that finally led her to enter the 
movies and play minor parts with her 
sisters. We thought that once she was 
really in, she would perhaps develop a 
genuine love for screen acting; but she 
never did. Norma and Constance praised 
her, and Mr. Schenck and the directors en- 
couraged her, for she really did very well 
and had all sorts of potentialities for im- 
provement, especially in character parts, but 
she never seriously regarded it as her life 
work. 

Natalie’s letters and telegrams from 
Buster Keaton became more and more fre- 
quent, so that none of us were surprised 
when, while we were at Palm Beach, where 
Norma was taking some scenes for one of 
her pictures, Buster wired Natalie that he 
would meet her in New York and that she 
had better be prepared to give an answer 
to an important question. He then hied 
himself straightway for the east, notwith- 
standing an unromantic appearance caused 
by his having to limp on crutches as he had 
just been badly injured while doing an 
escalator stunt in one of his comedies. 

It was difficult for me to share Natalie’s 
assurance that “all would be as it had been 


The Three Talmadges 


(Continued from page 18] 


before. I knew separations were bound to 
come, though I did not dim her happiness 
by any such prophecies. Buster was—is I 
should say—in pictures. His work would 
inevitably carry him here, there, every- 
where, and Natalie, for all her love of us 
and all her desire to be with us, was too 
much the domestic type, too much the 
“whither thou goest, I shall go” kind to 
leave him when his call came, to put it 
dramatically. And it has transpired very 
much as I thought it would. Natalie has 
the baby now. Her place is with Buster 
and the boy. Such things as trips abroad, 
New York visits or the like, must be sub- 
ordinated to Buster’s work and baby’s care. 

The wedding took place on May 31, 
1921, at Norma’s country home at Bayside, 
Long Island, where two years previously, 
our friends, John Emerson and Anita Loos, 
had been married. 

Knowing Natalie’s natur€ as I do, I feel 
that she has found the fulfilment of her 
destiny, quite as truly and perfectly as 
Constance and Norma have found theirs. 
Her resolve to stay away from the screen 
enables her to live in harmony and happi- 
ness with her husband, and to devote her 
undivided time to little Joseph Talmadge 
Keaton, affectionately known to our family 
as Buster, Jr. 

Looking backward from the old Vita- 
graph days up to the present Joseph M. 
Schenck productions, Norma has played 
half a hundred different réles. 

She has worn rags and rich brocades, 


tarlatan ballet skirts and tailored suits, 
silken trousers and long-trained court 
gowns. She has been in prisons and in 


palaces, in foreign capitals, on desert sands 
and South African veldts. She has been 
sold as a slave on the auction block of 
centuries ago, has been choked until she 
could hardly draw her breath, has been 
dragged by the hair, kicked, cuffed and had 
her head banged against a stone wall—all 
in the interest of art. In “The Eternal 
Flame” she came near adding the novel ex- 
perience of being branded by a red hot 
iron. 

She has ridden on camels, sailed through 
the silver clouds in an airplane, floated in 
the icy ocean and been wrecked at sea and 
marooned on a desert island. She finds 
most real joy in depicting the women of 
other races or foreign countries, although 
these characters are far more difficult to 
play than modern American women, The 
dusky-eyed Indian maid in “The Heart 
of Wetona,” San San in “The Forbidden 
City,” Acacia in “Love or Hate,” the fear- 
less-hearted Russian girl in “The New 
Moon,” and the fascinating French duchess 
in “The Eternal Flame,” are among her 
best loved réles. 

The parts Norma does not like to play 
are those ef scarlet women or seekers after 
adventure and sensation only, and she 
draws a very distinct line between the 
wholesomeness of romance and the offensive 
over-emphasis ‘of sex-appeal. She likes her 
characters to be representative of the best 
in international womanhood — healthy, 
normal women with red corpuscles in their 
veins, noble purposes in their hearts, and 
definite meanings in their lives. - Women 
who are neither all good nor all bad, 
but possess the charms, the faults and 
foibles of their sex. 

Constance has not been quite so varied 
in the parts she has played up to date. 
Fundamentally, her réles have been pretty 
much the same type—the virtuous vamp, 
the frolicking flirt, or beautiful butterfly 
girl An extremely youthful actress is 
generally better in light parts, and as Con- 
stance has a born sense of comedy we have 
always encouraged her in these fast moving 
five-reelers. Also, her audiences have grown 
to love and expect them until they have 
practically demanded them. But as she 
begins to grow older she wishes the parts 
she plays to mature too. For the past year 
she has felt a growing desire for more 
serious and dramatic stories, for more varied 
and more emotional parts. 

I think Mr. Griffith sensed this when he 
assigned Constance to the réle of the Moun- 
tain Girl in “Intolerance.” Norma and Mr. 
Schenck and I have suspected it for quite 
some time. Constance has known it all 
along. And the public is beginning to 
know it too, because she has been receiving 
quantities of letters from her admirers, sug- 
gesting social dramas and urging her to do 
what Merton Gill would call “even bigger 
and better things,” in this new and more 
serious phase. 

I have been asked so many times about 
my views on marriage for the professional 
woman that I take this opportunity to ex- 
press my opinion. 

I do not think that a woman with a 
public career should marry a man who is 
also striving for fame or glory in the same 
kind of career, unless they both aspire to 
different branches of the same profession, or 
unless the talents of one so greatly over- 
shadow the gifts of the other as to leave 
very little room for competition. For, no 

[Turn to page 86] 
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Would you criticize 
a Friend behind her back? 


Or COURSE, you wouldn’t! 
You may not be a stickler for 
propriety, you may do many 
things that are modern, things 
that violate some people’s ideas 
of the conventions, but dis- 
loyalty to a friend—never! 


But how about disloyalty to 
yourself? Are you always sure 
that you are not thoughtlessly 
laying yourself open to criti- 
cism? Are you not often guilty 
of reflecting on your own 
good taste and good sense? 

Does your writing paper 
talk about you behind your 
back? Does it say to your 
friends what they are too loyal 
to you to say—that you lack 
taste or that you are indifferent 
to the good taste of others? 


Every letter on cheap, gaudy 
paper, every note hurriedly 
scrawled ona pad or whatever 
is handy and mailed in a mis- 
fit envelope carries with it a 
reflection on the taste of the 
sender and implies an utter 
disregard for the taste of the 
one to whom it is sent. 


No girl can afford to mis- 
represent herself in this way. 
And it’s so easy to have the 
right paper at hand—it costs 
so little and 
trouble and so many embar- 
rassing situations. Just ask for 
Eaton’s Highland Linen at 
any store where good station- 
ery is sold. You will be 
shown a number of pretty, 
correct shades in a variety of 
correct shapes and sizes. 


saves so much 


And—if you're in the least 
doubt about social usage in 
letter-writing, I have a little 
book called ‘‘Correct Social 
Correspondence’’ that I'll be 
glad to send you on receipt of 
50c. It tells most everything 
you might want to know 
about all those so-small but 
so-important niceties of cor- 
respondence. Or if you 
wish, I will personally an- 
swer any question about 
letter-writing. 


taretanie toe Reet 


Address mz in care of 
EATON, CRANE & PIKE COMPANY 
225 Fifth Avenuqa New York City 


taton’s Highland Linen in five smart 
envelope styles and all the fashionable 
shades may be bought wherever sta- 


tionery is sold. 


Style is a greater Social Asset 
than Beauty 


Eaton, CRANE& Pike Co.—Sponsors forcorrectness in Correspondence—NEW YORK-PITTSFIELD, MASS, 
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Give Her Leisure Hours 















with a Grand Prize 


For wife, mother or daughter, 
no gift can be more appropriate. 
Beyond the affectionate regard 
it expresses, its helpful service 
will be a constant, daily re- 
minder of your thoughtfulness 


There are no more discouraging tasks than those which 
must daily be peformed by countless wives, mothers and 
daughters, in their endless routine of home-keeping. Yet 
nothing is more needless—when it is so easy to own a 
Eureka Vacuum Cleaner. 
Her Drudgery Is Ended 

Only a fraction of the time and effort is required when 
the Eureka is used. By means of its powerful suction, and 
ingeniously designed sweep-action brush, rugs and carpets 
are cleaned through and through without taking them 
up from the floors. 


With its complete attachments, which require only seconds 
to apply, mattresses are renovated right on the beds; por- 
tieres and hangings are made immaculate; upholstered 
furniture is kept bright and new; dust and dirt are easily 
removed from cushions, clothing, baseboards, radiators, 
etc. There’s almost no end to the Eureka’s helpfulness. 


Eureka’s High Quality Is 

Internationally Accepted 
Time after time, the Eureka has been awarded the Grand 
Prize in international competition. In fact, its consistent 
leadership has caused it to be universally known as “The 
Grand Prize Cleaner”. Thousands of Eurekas have given 
year after year of service with no more attention than a 
semi-annual oiling. Nearly a million housewives testify 
to their simplicity and reliable operation. 

The Cost Is Moderate—Payments Easy 
The cost of the Eureka Vacuum Cleaner is so moderate 
that no wife or mother should be without it. And if you 
like, it can be paid for on savings of only a few cents 
a day. 


Call at the store of the nearest Eureka dealer. We will 
gladly furnish his name, if you do not know it. Permit 
you how highly efficient and useful the 
Eureka is. Ten minutes will satisfy you. 


him to show 
Grand Prize 
No Gift Duplicates Eureka Advantages 
Think what the Eureka would mean to yourwife, mother or 
daughter—not only at the moment—but for years to come. 
It is a gift that endures, and causes appreciation to grow 
keener with every task it lightens and every hour it saves. 
Che buoyant health and happy hours it makes possible, 
are beyond estimating. Give her a Eureka—and enjoy 
the constant thanks your thoughtfulness will deserve 


EUREKA VACUUM CLEANER COMPANY 
DETROIT, U. S.A 


Gi; 
& icy 


(AS W@ 7 


<a 
= VACUUM cL 
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A Christmas Breakfast 


One Homemaker in 


‘Our Neighborhood” Saves 


Many Steps When She Entertains Informally 


By Lillian Purdy Goldsborough 


LITTLE gasp of joy escaped Mrs 
A Blanchard’s lips as she stepped into 
her dining-room. The spicy fir, the 


children’s gleeful shouts from the 
tinseled tree, the snow, the holly—how 
merry and Christmasy it all was! 

She gave a final sweeping glance at the 
carefully set table. Yes, her housewifely 
eyes saw that butter, sugar, sirup, water, 
everything was in its place. She would not 
have to jump up for a single plate or 
spoon. And all the food would be in 
preparation as they sat there, each one busy 
with an allotted task in the cooking. What 
a convenience to serve an electrical break- 
fast! What fun to let the guests help! 
Best of all was the joy of gathering about 
her a little circle of friends whose Christmas 
would otherwise be dreary and lonesome. 
It was the crowning pleasure of the year to 
Mrs. Blanchard’s generous soul, this privi- 
lege of inviting the less fortunate ones and 
letting them share a home. Each year, too, 
she planned a feature of novelty to add to 
the comfort and cheer that she dispensed. It 
was indeed an honor in our neighborhood 
to be included among the guests for this 
annual Christmas breakfast. 

She screwed the electric plugs into the 
lamp sockets, clapped her hands to silence 
the children, and stepped to the living-room 
to announce that breakfast was ready. 
Then she smiled family and guests to their 
places and almost wordlessly transferred 
the hostessship to the family circle. 

The minister, observing her bowed head, 
asked the blessing. His invalid wife, seeing 
the electric grill at her place, lifted the lid 
and peeped in—oh, sausages, partially 
cooked, to be kept at “low heat!” Miss 
Stanhope’s big eyes lost their homesickness 
as she sensed her task in the shining per- 
colator before her and quickly connected it. 
How good to have a home-cooked break- 
fast instead of that deadly boarding-house 
fare, and actually to “pour” as if she were 
a hostess herself! Dear old Mrs. Mont 
gomery, deaf and decrepit, looked pos- 
sessively at the butter plate before her and 
knew she was to be its custodian when the 
waffles began to flow—just like home forty 
years ago! “And of course, Father,” Mrs. 
Blanchard tossed across the table to her 
husband, “we can’t separate you from your 
usual stunt of serving.” 

“But, Mother, what are we goin’ to 
do?” Jimmie piped up. As if Mother could 
possibly leave the children out of the 
scheme! “Can't 
make the waffles, 
p-l-ease ?” 

“Darling child, 
Mother will have to 
do that,” she said as 
she connected the 
waffle iron. “You 
may ‘buttle’ and Dot 
may ‘wait.’” 

And thus, coffee 
soon began to per- 
colate, sausages to 
simmer, waffle iron to 
heat, as they ate their 
grape fruit, then the 
cereal, served on in- 
dividual plates and 
ready at each person’s 
place 





Suddenly there came a loud knock at 
the kitchen door. Who could it be? 

Jimmie bounced up like a rubber ball— 
but his mother’s restraining hand caught 
at his sleeve as she remonstrated, “No, 
Jimmie, I'll go, dear. It must be the baker.” 

Inspired by a desire to do things and 
lured by the shiny appliance, Jimmie 
reached for the pitcher, lifted the upper 
grid, poured on the batter, closed the top— 
and guilelessly proceeded with his cereal. 


IS mother returned. Glancing at the 

clock, she saw that the ten minutes 

for heating the iron were up. She 
started to lift the upper grid to fill the 
iron with batter. It stuck! She pulled 
harder. It would not yield! 

“QO Mother,” Jimmie beamed in glee, 
“T filled it for you! I wanted to help.” 

A comprehending gleam shot out of Mrs. 
Blanchard’s eyes. She knew what had hap- 
pened, she knew too well 

“Disconnect it, then, Jimmie,” she said, 
equal to the emergency. 

The few minutes it took for these words 
and for the disconnection allowed a little 
more baking which might help to loosen the 
dough. 

Jimmie caught the cord-end and tugged. 

Out flew the cord! But the force of 
the pull sent Jimmie’s arm flying against 
Miss Stanhope’s glass and splashed the 
water in a stream over the base and cord 
of the percolator. Splutter—flash! A burst 
of sparks! 

For just a moment, a sense of panic 
quivered over them: But it was at once 
dispelled by Mrs. Blanchard’s reassuring 
smile, as she said, “Water is fatal to 
electrical things—it short-circuits,” starting 
with the waffle iron toward the kitchen. 
“Connect the percolator with the cord that 
is on the grill, Father, to keep it ‘perking,’ ” 
she flung over her shoulder as she went out. 

Cleanser and skillful fingers quickly de- 
molished Jimmie’s ill-fated waffle—doomed 
to failure because of under-heated irons, 
not for want of grease. A little butter 
(she could have used oil) in the batter as- 
sured it against sticking. (Aluminum waffle 
irons need greasing but once—when first 
put into use. And they must always be left 
open to cool.) 

Miss Stanhope’s coffee was almost done. 
The minister’s wife had kept the sausages 
piping hot. Mother's waffles would soon be 
turned off so fast—about one a minute— 
that Mrs. Mont- 
gomery would be 
working overtime at 
butter serving. A 
little chatter would 
fill the gap and re- 
store the even tenor 
of the morning. 

But instead, it was 
I who was destined 
for this service, for I 
happened in with my 
Christmas gift of fruit 
cookies for the chil- 
dren, made from the 
recipe on page 7 in 
McCall’s service book- 
let, Master - Recipes. 
So I had the story al- 
most first hand! 
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HENEVER you wash anything with soap 
and water—woolens, silks, cottons, linens, 


woodwork, tiling, dishes or glassware: whenever 
you scour anything with a cleanser—pots, pans, 
stoves, sinks—always add 20 Mule Team Borax. 


It’s Nature’s Greatest Water Softener and Clean- 
ser. It is asolvent and an antiseptic. It prevents 
woolens from shrinking. It protects colors from 
It cleans 


fading. It dissolves grease and dirt. 
antiseptically clean. 


and Wate 


20 Mule Team Borax is as valuable an addition 
to soap as soap is to water. In washing anything 
use soap and water AND 20 Mule Team Borax. 
Send for the Magic Crystal Booklet giving a hun- 
dred important household uses. Any grocer you 
buy soap from has 20 Mule Team Borax. Ask him. 


Sold at Grocers, Department Stores and Druggists 


PACIFIC COAST BORAX COMPANY 
100 William Street New York 
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a those times when you 
want to look your very gor- 
geous best; for parties and 
quiet little teas and impressive 
business engagements, you put 
on your smartest frock and pin 
each lock into its best place. 


But to feel “special” and ele 
gant you must 
sensitive skin in a party atti- 
tude When 
getting ready for an 
give it a luxurious cleansing 
with Daggett & 
Perfect Cold Cream. 


put your 


too. you are 
“aftair 


” 


Ramsdell’s 


your tac cS, neck 
with “D & R” 
gives them a rich smoothness, 


To cleanse 


and arms 


because it removes all of the 
harsh dust and old powder, 
not only from the surface but 
from the pores of the skin as 
well. At the same time the 
pores absorb elements from 
the cream that keep 
The slight stimula- 


them 
delicate. 
tion gives your skin a touch 
altogether it 


of color and 


makes you feel ready for any 
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_/low" Dressed Up" a Liwatriously 


Clean Skin Makes You (Feel! 


event, no matter how im- 
portant. 


But to get real satisfaction 
from the before-party cleans- 
ing, you must keep your skin 
in good condition by regular, 
daily care with Daggett & 
Ramsdell’s Perfect Cold 
Cream. Each night before 
you tumble into bed cleanse 
your face with “D & R”. 
Once or twice a week follow 
the cleansing with a second 
coat of this cream and massage 
it into your skin. 


Daggett & Ramsdell’s Per- 

fect Cold Cream is on sale 

everywhere. Regular prices 

in tubes 10c, 25c, 50c. In 
5 


jars 35c, 50c, 85c, and $1.50. 


If you wish to test this Per- 
fect Cold Cream, before 
purchasing a jar, fill in the 
following coupon and mail 
to us today. A dainty little 
get-acquainted tube will come 
to you free and you can see 
how luxuriously it cleanses 
your skin. 


DAGGETT«RAMSDELLS 
PERFECT COLD CREAM 


- » Ihe Kind That Keeps” 
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' 
Get-acquainted tube mailed free ' 
' 
DAGGETT & RAMSDELL, Dept. 2069 ' 
D & R Building, New York City Vv 
Please send me a get-acquainted tube of J 
“D & R” according to your above offer | 
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Her loveliness and dignity uphold Mrs. Charles Tiffany’s 


supremacy in New York’s most exclusive social world 


————— 
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Good Looks Pave the Way 


By Katrina Ely Tiffany 


Director of the First Region of The League of Women Voters 


EAUTY counts little among friends, 
but it is a wonderful card of in- 
troduction.” I have never forgotten 
this remark made to me long ago by 
an old Italian scholar. It summarizes per- 
fectly, the chief value of good looks to the 
women in public service. Before she can 
be successful she must be able to attract 
attention through herself to her cause. 

Through personal charm and a pleasing 
appearance, much can be done to pave the 
way for what one has to say. It is easier 
to listen to the arguments of an attractive 
speaker than to those of a frump no 
matter how sincere the latter may be or 
how worthy her cause. This does not mean 
that a woman must have more than an 
average allowance of good looks before she 
can hope to attain success in the political 
field. It does mean, however, that her road 
will be infinitely smoother, and that she can 
go along it faster if she will cultivate what 
I like to call “presentability.” 

By “presentability” I mean something 
quite different from regular features, lovely 
coloring or a perfect figure, although it may 
indeed include any one or all of these at- 
tributes. The woman who is born pretty is, 
of course, fortunate, and every ounce of 
beauty she can muster is an asset in public 
work 

But whether or not she is born pretty, 
“presentability” is possible for every 
woman. To achieve it, she must be sure 
among other things that her dress and 
behavior are always in keeping with the 
occasion. It is of primary importance that 
she find out before making her speech just 
what kind of audience 
and just what sort of 
a meeting she is going 
to address. 

The proper dress, 
for instance, for a 
political meeting in a 
public hall should be 
the dress one wears 
when shopping or at 
work in an office. On 
the other hand, the 
woman who addresses 
a formal social gather- 
ing clad in a tailored 
suit shows a careless 
disregard for conven- 
tion and the sensi- 
bility of her audience 
which is not likely to 








help her win its respect or attention. If 
the meeting is held in a private house or the 
speech made in a theater or after a 
luncheon, she should make sure she is 
dressed as well as, if not better than, the 
company of the audience. But it would 
be in poor taste to appear in so extreme a 
costume that the audience would be dis- 
tracted by one’s bizarre clothes. 

Above all it is important to dress be- 
comingly as well as suitably—not too 
young for one’s years for example, nor to 
look older than one needs! 


NE’S lot in life should not be too evi- 
dent in one’s personal appearance 
though a Lady Astor may be excused 

for capitalizing her title and wealth as a 
letter of introduction to an audience so be- 
nighted it cannot be got hold of in any 
other way. 

I remember Nancy Langhorne, of 
Virginia, now Lady Astor, Member of 
Parliament, of London, dressed in soft stuff 
of gray or white, gracefully and simply 
made, without trimming of any kind, and 
decorated only with a sautoir of pearls 
or a lorgnette chain with which to occupy 
her hands when they were not busy driving 
home a well-made point. Her clothes, in- 
deed, added not a little to her effectiveness 
Of first water quality and well cut, they 
gave evidence only incidentally of her 
breeding and social distinction. She seems 
to me a perfect exponent of good taste as 
to behavior and appearance in public 
speaking. Her great charm and the ease 
with which she holds her audience are due 
as much to her 
naturalness and the 
way she shows her 
confidence in the 
right - mindedness _ of 
her hearers as to what 
she has to say and 
the witty way she 
says it. 

Many a woman 
shrinks from _ public 
service because she 
lacks confidence in 
herself when subjected 
to the limelight of a 
platform. To suc- 
ceed magnificently, 
say easily and clearly 
what you have to say, 
and look your best. 
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Double-Value Rewards 
that you can earn 





We will send you this hand 
some Davenport, finished in 
Auto Knitting 
n pairs of socks 









walnut, f 
only 27 do 





ore doz 
you can have the other pieces 
in the suite 





There should be a vacu 
um cleaner in every 
home. For Auto Knit- 
ting 20 dozen pairs of 


socks we will send you 
this excellent America 
model complete with 


attachments 


ae 
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A roomy, attractive trunk for Auto Knitting 
only 13 dozen pairs of socks! See what wonder- 
ful double-value rewards you can earn under 
this new plan. Send at once for our big Sree 
book showing all the double-value rewards, and 
select those for which you will Auto Knit. 
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ANT to make money at home? A new 

kind of money that has double purchase 
value? Through an amazing plan, every Auto 
Knitter dollar paid to you for spare-time work 
is worth two. You receive dollars that do 
double duty in buying the things you want. 
If your pay-check is for $25, we give it a $50 
purchase value. 


Conceived on a stupendous scale, and ex- 
ecuted solely for the purpose of service, this 
new and unique idea is one of the greatest 
forms of PROFIT SHARING ever attempt- 


Your spare time now worth twice p 


as much 


The new plan actually doubles the value of every hour 
you can spare. You can now earn in one hour what would 
have required two hours formerly. You can now earn the 
phonograph you want, or the kitchen cabinet, or the sew- 
ing machine, or the furniture, or other things, in a most 
gratifying, double-quick way. 

For instance, Mrs. Steward, of Raymond, Illinois, 
writes: “I have made as many as 36 pairs of socks on my 
Auto Knitter in a day, working spare time.” Under the 
new plan the $575.13 which Mrs. Steward says she earned 
in 14 months would actually have a purchase value of 
twice that amount! 

This is distinctly an Auto Knitter idea, planned 


Full Information Free 


As an Auto Knitter home worker you will work 
when you like and as much as you like. The amount 
of your pay check depends entirely upon YOU as 
an individual worker—upon the amount of time you 
devote to your Auto Knitter and the skill and deft- 
ness which you develop. For every dozen pairs of 
socks you Auto Knit at home, we will pay you a 
standard, fixed price. This price, now being paid 
to home workers, is greater than ever before in 
the history of this organization. 

We would like to send you complete details ex- 
plaining Auto Knitting fully and giving particu- 


lars concerning the new double-value plan. May dollars. Also all details concerning the new plan that now makes every Auto 
we? Just vour name and address will do. No Knitter dollar worth two. This does not obligate me in any way whatever. 


obligation. No cost. Just use the coupon—it’s the 
golden key that opens the wonderful treasure chest. 

We will be glad to include a copy of our big Re- 
ward Book, showing the pretty and useful things 
you can earn in your spare time the new double- 
quick way. Just mail the.coupon now, and you 
will receive all details free in a day or two. THE 
AUTO KNITTER HOSIERY CO., INC., Dept. 
512, 630-638 Genesee St., Buffalo, New York. 








How I Made $1150 in 


leven Months 
—Right in My Own Home 


My spare-time earnin, 

és made the first payment on our 
home. We plan to pay the rest the same way. Read 
how simple it is to turn spare hours into dollars. 


The Auto Knitter Hosiery Co., Inc , Dept. 512 
630-638 Genesee Street, Buffalo, N. Y. 

I want to turn the key to the treasure chest 
full information regarding Auto Knitting and how it turns wasted hours into 
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The Face Value of Every 
Auto Knitter Pay Check! 


ed. It is the Auto Knitter way of helping 
home workers make the most of their spare- 
time—the Auto Knitter way of enabling men 
and women all over the country to earn extra 
money, right at home, that buys twice the 
comforts and pleasures of money earned any 
other way. 


To thousands now Auto Knitting, this plan 
will be great news. To new thousands, it will 
mean action at once, NOW. For no one who 
has any time to spare will be willing to waste 
it when it can be turned into double dollars. 



















for the benefit of Auto 
Knitter workers. It is 
only the vast resources 
of the Auto Knitter 
Company that makes 
this plan possible. It is 
only profit-sharing prac- 
tices on a vast scale, 
that now makes it pos- 
sible for you to earn 
double dollars—dollars 
that have twice the 
usual purchase value. 























You may send me FREE 











__State, 








NOTE—The treasure chest is heavy. Please enclose a 2 cent stamp to 








cover cost of mailing to you 
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The Passer-By 


[Continued from page 24] 


and dirt alternated. There was one small 
window, high up, like the window of a cell. 
But the narrow bed in the corner was made 
and the place was tidy. Big Ben sat down 
on the only chair and looked around him. 
“What do you do here?” he asked. 

“Do!” Guy laughed a little. “I’m try- 
ing to be a journalist at the present mo- 
ment,” he said. “In between whiles I 
tramp the streets for a job. But jobs are 
scarce, as no doubt you know.” 

“What’s the point of trying to be a 
journalist?” said Big Ben. 

The younger man laughed again. “Sheer 
conceit. I once sold an article to a news- 
paper, and I thought if I kept on long 
enough, I might possibly do it again.” 

He stopped, for the American’s eyes had 
come to rest upon the sole ornament that 
the room possessed a colored print taken 
from a magazine and pinned where the 
light fell most fully. . 

Big Ben spoke reflectively. “It’s a fine 
thing too ~a mighty fine thing, ‘The Little 
Seamstress.’ 

“It is,” said Guy. “But it isn’t the 
genius of it that made me stick it up there 
At least not entirely. It is— 

He ceased abruptly and stood motionless 
before the picture. It showed the two 
figures upon the guillotine, the woman in 
the foreground, insignificant of appearance, 
yet pure of feature, steadfast of mien, with 
the wonderful look of Resurrection in her 
gaze. The man behind her had the same 
look, though less accentuated and not so 
spiritual—as though in weakness the 
woman's strength were the more apparent. 
Below them was a .misty sea of faces, 
bestial, murderous, clamoring. The surge 
forward of the mob was clearly indicated, 
and the shadowy figure of the executioner 
loomed in the background. Truly a won- 
derful picture, in which the triumph of the 
spirit shone like a light in a dark place! 

Then the American spoke. “I should 
say that the artist—Miss Jane Brown— 
must have met your ‘ladye sweet and 
kind’ at some time or other, and, con- 
sciously or unconsciously, transferred her 
to canvas.” 

“Yes.” Guy flung round again with 
eagerness. ‘“That’s exactly my own idea. 
Oh, man, do you remember? That was 
just how she looked—and Whenever one 
met her, always the same—sweet, gentle, 
good.” 

“Say, son,” said Big Ben, and drew 
in a long breath of smoke. “Do you re- 
member that winter day—the day you 
saved her dog? Remember what she said? 
‘You are the kindest and bravest of 
men, and I shall never, never forget.’ 
I've just a hazy sort of notion that she 
meant what she said. I thought so then 
I've thought so ever since.” 

“Oh, what's the good?” said Guy. He 
threw himself down abruptly on the foot of 
the bed, his head in his hands. “She may 
have had a fancy—just a fancy at the time. 
But I was only a passer-by. I never really 
entered into her life. I never dared. I 
just found out that she was a niece of that 
old Brunel the doctor who was dying of 
cancer. No doubt he died long ago. I 
never heard. Jeanne—that was her name, 
Jeanne Brunel—she wasn’t the sort of girl 
to be much on her own. Why, there was 
probably another fellow all the time. It 
was only a dream. And what have I to 
offer any girl? Nothing but poverty—ugly, 
sordid poverty.” 


IG BEN prolonged the silence for 

several thoughtful seconds. Then he 

said: “I can put you in the way of 
earning fifty thousand dollars right away 
if you feel like it.” 

“What's it for?” Impatiently Guy 
flung the words, as one who unwillingly 
humors an imbecile. “Some dirty trick 
that no one else will touch?” Then, swiftly: 
“No, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean that. Still, 
you know, it does sound rather drivel, 
doesn’t it? As if there must be a snag 
somewhere.” 

“Yes, it does,” said Big Ben. “It may 
not appeal to you, but it would put hard 
cash into your pocket. It’s just this, son, 
I’m a man of enterprise, and I’ve come 
over here for several things. One of them 
is’—he pointed gravely at the picture in 
front of him—‘“the portrait of the artist 
who painted that picture.” 

“Her portrait!” Guy sat up in amaze- 
ment. “Good heavens, man! And you're 
willing to pay fifty thousand dollars for 
that!” 

“For publication in America,” said Big 
Ben. 

“Well, why don’t you go to the lady 
herself and ask her?” 

“That’s been done,” said Big Ben. 

“What do you mean? She won't con- 
sent ?” 

“Not to be persuaded,” said Big Ben. 

Guy stared. “Well, what do you pro- 
pose to do? You don’t imagine I could 
persuade her?” 

Big Ben began to smile. “Well, no. 
To be candid, I don’t believe even you 

[Turn to page 65] 
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Every home should 
have at least one de- 
pendable water bot- 
tle. It is indispensable 
in sickness —and a 
comforting warmth 
on cold nights. 

No. 40 ‘* Wearever’’ 
Water Bottle has long 
been known for its 
great dependability. 
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$629.00. 





¥ 
* 


INO 





%| It is moulded-in-one-piece of strong, 
=| soft rubber. It will not leak. The 
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Patented Oval Neck makes it easy 
to fill and most comfortable to use. 


No. 24 ‘‘ Wearever’’ 
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Fountain Syringe § 
is a wonderful promoter of je 
good health by means of is! 
internal cle anliness. Like 2, 


No. 40 “Wearever” Water 
Bottle, it is moulded-in-one- 
piece. No seams or bind- 
ings to wear loose and leak. 
The tubing is full length 
and extra large. It has a 
complete equipment of 
screw pipes, all of correct 


WLWe 






¥ 
'* 






FAULTLESS 






SNAIDINSG 








& 








Dainty ALL-RUBBER Aprons 


Faultless ALL-RUBBER 
~ ee are dainty and practi- 

Easily cleaned—just wipe 
them off with a damp cloth. 
Come in assorted colors, attrac- 
tively trimmed. Ideal as 








Weare 


fs?) Christmas gifts. 

\$) If above goods are not obtain- 
\3| able conveniently, advise us. 
i3 DEALERS: Faultless ALL- 


RUBBER Aprons are easy and 
fast sellers. Excellent for 
Christmas trade. Write T 
DAY for particulars. 








THE FAULTLESS RUBBER CO., Dept. 2069, Ashland, 0. 


&>~Become a Nurse 


Vearener's 









REPARE in spare time by 
our home-study method 
and double your earnings. In 
struction easily followed—in 
tensely interesting Invaluable 
for beginners, practical nurses, 
mothers, religious and welfare 

workers. 
Graduates earn $30 to 935 @ 
week. Many earn more. 

A training every woman should have. Protect your 
family and safeguard your future. 

Our method endorsed and our nurses approved by 
thousands of physicians 

Oldest school under continuous management—23 years 
12.500 graduates Two months’ trial, all tuition refunded 
if dissatisfied. FREE awards of uniform and equipment 

Write today for catalog and we will send FREE 
lesson with 24 diagrams on ‘‘Massage of the Face.” 


THE CHAUTAUQUA SCHOOL OF NURSING 
304 N. Main Street Jamestown, N. Y. 


PERSONAL PRINTED 
STATIONERY $100 


200 SHEETS, 100 ENVELOPES 


Make your writing paper personal. Printed with your name 
and address (4 lines or less) on sheets and envelopes (same on 
both) in rich dark blue ink. Size 6 x 7. White Hammermiill 
Bond paper, smooth, exquisite writing surface. Distinctive. 
Ideal gift for Christmas. Always remit with order, your money 
refunded if not delighted. Order now. Denver West add 10, 


RITEMOR STATIONERY CO. 
243 Century Building INDIANAPOLIS, IND. 


An Easy Way To 
Make Money 
At Home 


AKE up Dressmaking and 

Millinery. The work is 
easy and delightful. Good 
dressmakers and milliners have 
more work than they can do 
and they get good prices. 

Thousands of women have 
learned Dressmaking and 
Millinery right at home, in 
spare time, through the new 
easy courses now offered by 
the Woman’s Institute. 


You, too, can do as well. There is not the 
slightest doubt about it. You will not only save half 
or two-thirds on your own clothes and hats, oo 
will soon become so skilful that you can open a 
of your own and earn $20 to $40 a week. 

WRITE FOR FREE BOOKLET 

Mail the coupon to-day for 48-page booklet—‘‘Making 
Beautiful Clothes’’—which describes the courses in detail, 
fave. experiences of students, and tells how you, too, can 

ave — —— and hats at small cost and go into 
or milliner. Write to-day. 


ss aieranls igual algae a ng 
| WOMAN'S INSTITUTE ] 
Dept. 103-Z, Scranton, Penna. 
Without cost or obligation, ny send = one of ] 
your booklets and tell me how ean learn the subject 
| which [ have marked below 
| Home mendes Millinery 
Professional Dressmaking Cooking 
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0.15) Christmas Is Just Around the 
aR Corner. So start today choosing 
— your Christmas Gifts 
rse ~ 
= 20 Complete Christmas Stores 
orm ca 
35 8 
F in Your Montgomery Ward Catalogue 
unded Twenty complete Christmas Start Today Selecting Your self how much farther your money 
FRE! stores, hundreds and hundreds of Gifts for Christmas goes, how many more presents 
a gifts, everything suitable for Tae sents tects Chtten Te buy. No one need to be 
come Christmas is pictured in your : omitted from your Christmas list 
M pass by quickly. So start today. . 
ontgomery Ward Catalogue. looki if you let Ward’s Catalogue be 
. ooking through your Catalogue : : 
Toys, games, books, jewelry, - your Christmas guide, your 
: ; ; and select your gifts carefully. . 
all the season’s novelties, all kinds Th , : oa Christmas store. 
of practical presents—everything ee ee 
ES on wlahes tls: Wien Chlid or both in giving and receiving a 
enres I e -— bean d “og ae let carefully selected and appropriate Order Your Christmas Gifts 
x- niant 1s offered in this complete gift. Early. Christmas is just 
ns catalogue. around the corner 
t . If you do not know what to There are no “Christmas Profits”’ We are ready now to handle 
IND give, your catalogue will make in Mont Ward pri all Christmas orders. Our stocks 
~_ you a hundred suggestions. It will in Montgomery prices of Christmas goods are now com- 
oO be your best aid to choosing the There are no Holiday prices, — Everything is ready. So 
e ° . ““ : ” oraer now. 
right gift for every friend and no Christmas profits.”” You pay ee 
relative. the lowest price of the year for today. Don’t put it off till 
And in this great Christmas every Christmas gift. You buy Christmas time. Don’t wait till 
Catalogue everything is ready from Ward’s Catalogue at the some things are gone. 
+ ond now. You do not need to wait normal, every day price. Start today making up your 
Cool until Christmas is at hand to Your saving in buying from Christmas list. Order early. 
a make your selections. You have Ward’s is, therefore, greatly in- 
have before you now in your Ward creased at Christmas time. So MONTGOMERY WARD @® CO. 
anc Catalogue everything you will study your Catalogue. See for Chica K Ci 
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= want to buy for Christmas. yourself the saving. See for your- st. Paul Portland, Ore. Fort Worth 
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Hosiery & | 


Allen 
and children, 


A Hosiery for men, women 
for all occasions — 
in silk, lisle, wool, cotton — always 
of uniform grade, fine appear- 


Pat. Off 


Underwear 
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Style that Wi 
THE ALLEN A COMPANY 
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PERFECTION 


OIL HEATER 


Warm folks are well folks 


The de- 


in any weather. 


pendable heat of a Perfec- 


tion will ward, off drafts, 


warm up the who/e room. 


Models in Blue 
White Enamel 


rHE CLEVELAND MI 
Platt Av 
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Enamel, 


or 
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Black. 


PRODUCTS CO. 


while 


Rug-protecting floor -tray 
with Perfection—snaps on 


with healer. Furnished on blue and 


TRADE MARK 








enameled  models— 
with others. 


exclusive 
carries 


optional 
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Lost Christmas 


[Continued from page 22] 


“And now you are going to have your 
Christmas,” she said. “Get the New Testa- 
ment and read me the old story again.” 

I did as she bade me, my heart thrilling 
as it always did over the beauty of this, 
the greatest story in the world. When I 
had closed the bock, reluctantly, mother 
said: “That, dear, is truth! Truth that 
never will leave you as Santa did. Now 
slip on your coat and cap and go out into 
the yard for a few moments. Find the 
Star of the East and tell yourself that it is 
the same star, think of it, my dear, ab- 
solutely the same star that looked down 
on the Baby’s manger, all those years ago 
I’m sure you'll find the real Christmas if 
you'll only look at the Star as I think 
you will.” 

It was prairie country. The endless 
wastes of snow glowing blue in the glitter- 
ing starlight night, I told myself, were like 
the endless wastes of sand across which the 
wise men hastened on their camels. And 
the Star was the same! 1 had not thought 
of it so before. Marvelous! 

How long I stood, a tiny shadow alone, 
under the singing, scintillating heavens, I 
do not know. I do know, though, I do 
vividly remember the ecstasy to which my 
imagination lifted me. And I vividly re- 
member that, moved by an impulse as 
ancient and as primal as the human race 
I raised my face to the Star and promised it 
that each year I would consecrate myself 
anew to that Child in the manger. That 
I would be gentle as He was gentle, patient 
as He was patient; that I would love as 
He had loved 

I do not think that life ever held for me 
again a moment quite so high as this. It 
was selfless as only the child can know 
elflessness. It was filled with the magic 
of race memory, memory untainted by the 
reasonableness that comes with age. The 
Christ Child was as real to me at that 
moment as the Star above, pendulous, iri- 
descent, surely moving softly toward the 
place where the young Child lay. And I 
felt a love for Him that I never since have 
felt for any living thing. 

Thus Christmas came to me, the most 
extraordinary, the happiest Christmas of 
my life. The glow of it lasted all through 
Christmas day. But it blurred after that 
for I sickened with diphtHecia and two 
weeks from the day I was taken ill, little 
Lydia died 


H, well! The world went on in its 
A “diurnal round” and another Christ 
mas came; a holiday of ease and 
plenty for us, with father and big brother 
heaping up and running over the bushel 
that had been so empty. But, the day 
before Christmas, mother, standing at the 
window and looking out on the snow, 
turned suddenly to me. Her voice held a 
rare quality for her. It was bitter 

“Do you remember,” she asked me, 
“how I got you to have them burn all, of 
little Lydia’s playthings and give away her 
clothes, because the sight of them killed 
me? And now! Why I would give my 
right hand for just one toy that she loved 
She’s gone and not a trace of her left on 
earth.” 

I looked at her, but could not speak 
She was too near and dear to me. And 
too, I dared not. For nearly a year she 
had forbidden us to meniion little Lydia’s 
name. And now, though she broke the 
silence, herself, the inhibition had been so 
heavy that I could not lift it. But on 
Christmas Eve, I brought a little parcel to 
my mother’s room. “My Christmas gift!” 
she exclaimed, and smiled as she undid the 
wrapping 

It was The Robber Kitten! Its gaudy 
cover was marked by many tiny finger- 
prints. The trappings of the ferocious 
Robber were scarred across and across by 
the scrawls of a child’s first attempt with 
a pencil. The kitten’s face had all but been 
kissed away by the lips of the child who 
had loved the story passionately during the 
scant two weeks she had known it 

The year before I had obeyed my 
mother as to the other toys. I had not 
been able to destroy The Robber Kitten 
My mother clasped the book to her, and 
I ran from the room. 

Out from the room and, wrapped in an 
overcoat, out from the house. The Robber 
Kitten reminded me of my own gift. The 
gift from the Christ Child’s Star. Alone on 
the prairies, a desert of snow, I sought 
the renewal of the gift. Above hung the 
Star, the same glowing light that had 
guided the Wise Men, that had seen the 
Baby Christ, that had lifted me on wings 
of ecstasy. But, though panic-stricken I 
sought, I sought in vain. The Star, al- 
though it had led the Wise Men, was 
utterly without magic for me. I stood 
aghast at what had happened. I stood 
gazing, until my mother found me and led 
me into the house 

The Christmas tree was loaded with 
gifts. There was warmth and hope and 
cheerfulness. But the lift and the magic 
of the year before were lacking for me. 

[Turn to page 47] 
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Virginia Valli, noted Uni- 
versal film star, says: 
“I enjoy using Day Dream 
wery much and trust I shall 


never be witheut this delight. 
ful, haunting perfume.” 


Steaua, Di veal” 










The newest 
novelty—an 
exquisite crystal 
containing Day, 
Dream per- 
fume— 
splen- did for favors or 
personal use. Until 
your dealer is stocked, 
you can secure one by send- 
ing his name and 75 cents ($1.00 
in Canada) to Dept. N. 

STE ARNS—PERFUMER 

¢ f Sadira and |’An isette 

Detroit, Mich Win r, Ont 
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Dr. Berry’s Kremola 


Is A Wonderful Face Bleach 
White as the falling snow flakes, pure as the 
mountain stream, Kremola brings lasting 
beauty, with magic it would seem. Blotch and 
blemish vanish, youth and beauty reign; ma- 
tron and maid have used it, from California to 
Maine. 

Perfectly harmless—guaranteed in every way. 
Booklet Free. Ask your dealer or write us. 
Price $1.25 postpaid. 

DR. C.H. BERRY CO., 2975 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 
i 








Let Us Send You 


HAIR 


oy 
* ON APPROVAL 


¢ T ” Switches, transformations and 





any other articles of hair goods 
j = sent on approval. a 
4 © Write for our new 


illustrated catalog } 
of latest fashions in re | ; 
Make your selection and order / 
entirely at our risk. Goods sent 
prepaid for examination. Remit 
only if delighted with your bar- 


gain. Return if not cotetectery A 
and you are not outacent. Don’ y as 
put it off. Write today for free catalog. 


PARIS FASHION COMPANY 
Est. 1889. 207 S. Wabash Ave., Dept. 412 Chicago 


~ DO YOU LIKE PEANUTS? 
Try my Choice Shelled Stock for home roasting. Crisp 


and fresh from your own oven Send $1.95 for 5 Ib. 


vag, with simple directions, postpaid 
R. S. Simmons, 1619 Madison Avenue, Baltimore, Md. 


An Easy Way to 
Remove Dandruff 


If you want plenty of thick, beautiful, 
glossy, silky hair, do by all means get rid of 
dandruff, for it will starve your hair and 
ruin it if you don't. 

The best way to get rid of dandruff is 
to dissolve it. To do this, just apply a little 
Liquid Arvon at night before retiring; use 
enough to moisten the scalp and rub it in 
gently with the finger tips. 

By morning, most, if not all, of your 
dandruff will be gone, and three or four 
more applications should completely remove 
every sign and trace of it 

You will find, too, that all itching of the 
scalp will stop, and your hair will look and 
feel a hundred times better. You can get 
Liquid Arvon at any drug store. A four- 
ounce bottle is usually all that is needed. 

The R. L. Watkins Co., Cleveland, Ohio 
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This Gift Lasts 
Many Years 


Take off its tissue wrappings and ribbon 


i “1, iin” aol & After all the other years, I took little J | 
and its tag, 4 ove to Mower, amd the Felicia into the bookstore to. buy a 
Bissell is ready to begin a ten or fifteen | Christmas book of her very own, She AA. 
year work-saving journey over the home's rummaged through a thousand tales and ; \ rd 
rugs and carpets. brought to me a volume bearing on its a a 


No one has ever estimated the yearly mile- 
age of a Bissell, but it leaves a long wake 
of brighter, cleaner rugs, with astonishing 
ease—that’s due to its famous “Cyco” 
principle which makes it sweep better, run 
easier, last longer. 

The Bissell Sweeper excels any other 
sweeping device for every day use. It is 
convenient, easy to empty, and is effective 
on coarse litter as well as the finer dirt. 


BISSELV’S 


“Cyco” Ball Bearing 


Carpet Sweepers 
$5.50 and up 


Little Bissel!s for little girls make happy 
gifts and happy children. They  sugar- 
coat the lessons of neatness. At a quarter 
and up. All Bissells a little more in 
some sections. At furniture, hardware, 
house furnishing and department stores. 


BISSELL CARPET SWEEPER CO. 
220 Erie Street, Grand Rapids, Mich. 
Pe Oldest and largest sweeper makers 
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And with the sense of heavy loss went the “aN e a 
sense of heavy guilt. I had deliberately AYR New 
broken my promise to the Star. Christmas, AH TREO 
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And I, child as I was, I knew that the loss Whoa, \ 
was irreparable. Yet puzzled, helpless, in- 7) _.* 
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After I had gone to bed that night, 
mother came to me. She smoothed my 
hair. “Did you have your real Christmas 
again, my dear, out there with the star?” 

I could not let her know. I could not 
And so I looked into her face that Christ- 
mas Eve and lied, and she nodded with a 
deep content. Then, hesitatingly, she 
asked : 

“You are sure you don’t mind giving 
up The Robber Kitten?” 

I answered her with a wildness that 
must have puzzled her. “No! No! I can’t 
bear the thought of ever seeing it again.” 

And I shut the Star and the Christ 
Child and The Robber Kitten out of my 
life. 

But—fate moves in a mysterious way! 


cover a gaudy and ferocious Robin Hood 
cat. She brought me a new and glittering 
and unmarred Robber Kitten! 

“This,” said Felicia, “is the one I'd love 
best of all.” 

For just a moment I hesitated, while the 
bookshop and all the irritable, rushing 
Christmas crowd was swept away. I was 
alone with an ecstasy and a grief, with 
a mighty gift and an irreparable loss, alone 
under the Star of Christ. 

Then we bought the book and, cherish- 
ing it happily in tiny mittened hands, we 
brought it home to the New York apart- 
ment house. 

How far, how very far from the snow- 
spread prairies! And yet, with the child 
and The Robber Kitten in my lap, how 
heart-shatteringly near! Sitting so, I sud- 
denly resolved that never should Felicia lose 
Christmas from her childhood as I had 
lost it. With the resolve came the old sense 
of bewilderment that left as suddenly as it 
came. For I have learned with suffering 
and the years. The waves still beat and 
break, but not with the utter mystery of 
old. I know now why I was forced to 
break my promise to the Star of Christ. 

That year after little Lydia’s death 
dealt bitterly with my hidden self. When 
God took her, I warned Him that if He 
persisted, I would give Him up. And I 
fulfilled my threat. Child as I was I turned 


years, for me there was no God. And so, 
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This All Winter Weather Underwear 
for Children Meets With All of the 
Requirements of Changing Weather 
Conditions 





©, Lackawanna Twins 
Underwear 


(ie : LD-FASHIONED, “fuzzy” underwear often 
: causes an overheating of children’s bodies 
“ when they run into warm homes from the 
fe Wintry Outdoors, or when the weather turns from 
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discomfort, perhaps a chill, and often a cold fol- 

























































































as there was no Father in Heaven, there Poy i lows. 
The cory iaas sun tank, Lae was no Son of God in the manger. And 7 3 ; 
he styles. Factory -to - Family prices. the Star became a fairy tale with fire no wi he a: F , 
ng Sere big money. | Pernich 8 room whit more warming than that of the other WW The hygienically constructed fabric from which 
or whole home. As little as wn; ‘ . s : . as, . . . 
a a year of moreto pay. Also Pianos. stars. The foundation of my golden mo 4h. Lackawanna Twins Underwear is made consists of 
to Players, Phonographs. Cut out ment, of my premise had been an unques- Ari : ; . s 
" this adv. —write TODAY, for new tioning faith. Without the faith, there was * a scientifically correct combination of pure wool 
is "ee the irreparable loss. Uf with selected cotton assures warmth and com- 
Leatkin CO lac. And why, I wonder, that sense that it Me . : 4 
go Dept. 1225 was an irreparable loss? 47 fort at all times. It quickly absorbs moisture, 
_ BUFFALO, N. Y. Peoria, lll. Chicago, Il The years have taught me the answer ter. ventilates the pores and regulates the body tem- 
————— — to that, too. I know now that all deep oe . 
understanding of beauty is inseparable from 134 perature. 
, e ante a conception of Eternal Goodness. I know {ibs 
oe ae a a |e Lackawanna Twins is famous for its remarkable 
- ; moments when the soul glimpses its own {let * ‘ ie ; 
bg oe ey ene oat “a pm mage th immortality. I know now that creative dy ” fitting and wearing qualities. Correct Sizes, non- 
is'terss. ‘No expasiouse to seamed, eo ell then power is great only in the degree to which AV gaping seat, sturdy seams, well-made buttonholes, 
d - ben is py jy mn ‘part to carry it is conscious of the ultimate Creator of the : h b if ll » 
2 out “our instructions so that our customers will | | life. I know now that only those moments Oe strongly sewed on buttons and the beautifully 
have someone in yot ocality through whom they ‘ . ° 9 “~ - : ‘ Fe 
ean send us their orders for food products an are hugely noble in which one realizes one’s WE finished fabric, which is pre-shrunk by numerous 
household necessities. If you are now employed. self to be a part of the vast impulse for of ; eye s ~ h 
net “interfere” with "your present employment, yet good on which the whole —_ — ze | s° washings and — in ae — assure that 
pey you well for your time. = = ; is the birthright of any human being to MA, : ill last until it has been outgrown. 
cae I am osing ty to you on gain this knowledge, surely and without | Ry aes this Underwear wi ; & 
bring you in a 5 pe — ai , agony. The most certain way to give it yoda / 
Write me today and w send you full particulars - e ° “en . xe e ne vy 7 
yy re mail and place before you the facts to a child is to give him a faith in God, 71, 
33 that you can ‘decide for yourself. that shall not wither. In all our human dye you SHOULD BUY 
ALGERT MILLS, Gen. Mer. Employment Dept. life there is no day so immeshed in mem- im 
° ee eee ories of profound import, so fraught with 4 ide 
— suggestion of beauty, no day so sad, so qa Yt 
is *THE PEASE CLOTHESTREE sweet, so impregnated with human drama The 
ib. DATENTED AND PATENTS BENDING and with celestial fire as Christmas. Almost ale TWINS 
W se? two thousand years of living and dying, of Wey 
a A onderful Gift! laughter and tears, of faith stronger than Ke TRADE MARK REG.US. PAT. OFF. 
Ed — . yo _- mountains have made it so. ; lat 
‘ _ 6 ft. 10 in. tall; gives 40 FT. And the million of Jackies are saying by UNDERWEAR 
f 7 pe that Christmas does not celebrate the birth bY a 
ul og goun.. Use anes of the Son of God. What a pity! What ie for your children. It costs no more than the 
of Se eee ee Oe Rolie a heavy significance in their skepticism! VOPR Teitien ” Chen cack alias ak te 
id ANTWHESE. Dry . = | How knowing and how skeptical and how | a1g,° or y : g . 
ty rediater erin ous. Vary | altogether a little hard these post-war chil- hor 
is ape Fy | dren are. Dear God, what have we done vig 
ie in use. Hard wood: nothing 0 | to them, we fumbling, egotistical, pseudo- ¥ or 
se deni gift Write NOW for folder. scientific parents? Must they continue to \\ ul » 
= ive ers . . . . 
i see life as we have willed it to them, like : 
- H. G. WOOD MFG. CO. a cubist painting, all hard, ungracious lines The Lackawanna Mills 
- Dept. J-2. Dexter, Me. and blocks with no light and shade, no SOLE MAKERS Scranton, Pa. 
ur “YOUR NEW | ee — ae 4 Se ene ° 61 Worth Street, New York 
3 osteo ; suggestions of other an che yes? I 
- ogeell sagen, plant er wonduech, Can there nothing to be done? Must all this 
he Moore Push-Pins cag Sl have its moment alone with 
Glass Heads, Steel Points f 
a Moore Push-less Hangers Why beat about the bush? Why not 
- “The Hanger with the Twist” acknowledge frankly that we have killed 
r- Easy to e-hee — [Turn os pate at 
Sold everywhere 
10c pkts. In Canada 15¢ 








BOORE PUSH-PIN CO., Philadelphia, Pa, 











erm 
a 


See 


a 





ay: 


er ol 





ees 


48 








Try these “Uneeda Bakers” 








SOCIAL TEA BISCUIT is a most 
welcome sweet for afternoon tea. Always 
keep a package or two in your pantry. 


FIG NEWTONS are delicious at all 
times. They consist of wholesome fig jam 
surrounded by golden brown cake. 


LORNA DOONE SHORTBREAD 
is a wholesome shortbread baked to a 
golden brown. Grown-ups as well as 
children like them, either alone or with 
crushed fruits. 


vorite soda cracker, made from wheat in its 


finest form. Delicious spread with butter 


or with cheese. 


NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANY 


“Uneeda Bakers” 





products 





UNEEDA BISCUIT is the world’s fa- 
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Chocolates for Christmas 


Homemade Sweets Make Delicious Additions to 
All Festivities and Are Welcome Christmas Gifts 


By May B. Van Arsdale, Day Monroe and Mary I. Barber 


Department Foods and Cookery, Teachers College, Columbia University 


candy-maker is a longing to add 

chocolate dipping to her list of ac- 

complishments. Success comes only 
with experience, but there are certain facts 
about the behavior of chocolate, which, if 
known, will help to make the mastery of 
the art eaSier. 

First you must have the right kind of 
chocolate—that used for or ry cooking 
will not do. Special coating chocolate is 
manufactured and this alone will give the 
desired smoothness and gloss. It can 
probably be bought from your grocer in 
small cakes or you can buy larger amounts 
from the confectioner. If possible, buy 
both sweet and bitter coating and mix the 
two in equal quantities for most of your 
dipping. 

Second, you must have the _ right 
temperature—not only for the chocolate 
during melting and dipping but also for the 
rooms where the dipping is done and the 
chocolates are cooled. The wrong tempera- 
ture at any one stage will cause streaking 
and spotting and too large a base of 
chocolate round the piece of candy. 

In order that the chocolate may melt 
more quickly, shave into small pieces with 
a sharp knife. Use about half a pound at 
a time, putting it into a small earthenware 
bowl to be melted. Heat some water to 
120 degrees Fahrenheit—a little more than 
lukewarm—remove from the fire, set the 
bowl! of chocolate over it, taking care that 
the bottom of the bowl does not touch the 
water. As soon as the bowl is warm and 
the chocolate begins to melt, work it con- 
stantly with a spoon. Continue working 
until the chocolate is entirely melted. 

Remove the bowl and work the choco- 
late with your hand. With your fingers 
you can feel any tiny lumps; make sure 
that you get rid of them. You can also 
accustom yourself to the consistency at 
which the coating will stay in place on the 
candy. 

As the chocolate cools, it thickens. To 
decide whether it is sufficiently thick, test 
by dipping a nut or a center. If the 
chocolate stays in place and does not form 
a base round the candy it is safe to continue 
dipping. Work must now proceed rapidly 
because the chocolate does not remain at 
the right temperature for very long. When 
it becomes too hard it must again be set 
over the kettle of warm water, remelted 
and reworked: as be- 
fore. Never add water 
to chocolate because 
it causes it to thicken 
instead of making it 
thin. 

If you expect to 
do much chocolate 
coating, it will pay to 
have some boards 
covered with oilcloth 
upon which to drop 
the chocolates when 
taking them from the 
dipping bowl. The 
chocolates do not 
stick to the oilcloth 
and the under side 
will be smooth and 
shiny. Heavy waxed 
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paper may take the place of the oilcloth. 
It is much easier for the amateur to 
dip with a fork or a wire candy dipper, 
than with her hand. Dip only one center 
at a time. Drop it into the chocolate 
bottom side up, so that when you slip the 
fork under it to remove it, the top will 
rest on the fork. Lift it out, scraping the 
surplus chocolate on the edge of the bowl. 
As you drop it on the board, the fork can 
be drawn across the top to make the pro- 
fessional looking twist which we long to 
achieve. Be sure that the center is com- 
pletely coated before taking from bowl. 


JSE the boards as trays and when one 
is filled, remove it to a cool place 
where, the chocolates will harden 

quickly. If the chocolate cools slowly it 
may run off the centers, forming bases and 
it may also become streaked. Unfortunately 
the refrigerator cannot be used for cooling 
the chocolates, because of its moist at- 
mosphere. For this reason it is very diffi- 
cult to dip chocolates in summer unless the 
room is artificially cooled. Always keep the 
room where the dipping is being done cool 
and dry. The best amateur dipper we 
know will not even let the teakettle boil 
in her kitchen while she is working. 

Freshly browned almonds, pecans or 

walnuts are delicious when dipped and are 
easy for beginners to work with. Because 
of their firmness, caramels, nougat and 
candied fruits are fairly simple to handle. 
But the soft centers are more difficult. 


CHOCOLATE PEPPERMINT CENTERS 
2 cups sugar % teaspoon glycerine 
1% cups water 1 egg white 
1 tablespoon light corn 5 drops oil of pepper- 
sirup. mint 


Put the sugar, water and corn sirup 
into a saucepan and cook, stirring until 
the sugar is dissolved. Add the glycerine 
when the candy begins to boil and cook 
without stirring until the temperature 240 
degrees Fahrenheit is reached (a soft ball 
when dropped in cold water). Wash away 
any sugar crystals which form on the sides 
of the saucepan during the cooking. Re- 
move from the fire and pour at once on a 
cold wet platter. When lukewarm (110 
degrees Fahrenheit) spread a stiffly beaten 
egg white over the candy, and beat 
until the mass becomes white and creamy. 
Add the peppermint and knead until very 
smooth. In order to 
have the centers the 
same size, shape the 
fondant into a long 
roll of uniform thick- 
ness and cut it into 
four pieces of equal 
length. Place these 
parallel and cut with 
a large knife, cutting 
all four at one time 
into pieces of the 
desired size for dip- 
ping. Shape in balls. 
These may be fiat- 
tened for wafers. 

This fondant must 
be dipped within an 
hour or two or it will 
become too soft. 
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An Ideal Home Grand 
is the Colonial model shown above. 
But five feet long, it offers the charm- 
ing tone and touch of our larger 


grands. Its refined case isin figured 
mahogany, finished antique or in the 
fashionable Adam brown. 


Ivers & Pond 
PIANOS 


are built in but one quality—the best— 
the policy and identity of our house 
being the same today as in 1880. They 
are used in over 500 leading Educational 
Institutions and nearly 75,000 homes. 


Where no dealer sells the IVERS & 
p POND we quote lowest prices and ship 

from the factory tho’ your home be in 
the most remote village in the United 
States. Attractive easy payment plans. 
Every intending buyer should have 
our new catalogue. Wrile for it. 


Fill out and send this coupon to 


IVERS & POND PIANO CO. 
149 Boylston Street, Boston, Mass. 
Please mail me your new catalogue and valuable 
information to buyers. 
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TELL TOMORROW ’S 


White's Weather Prophet 
forecasts the weather Weather 
8 to 24 hours in advance. 
. Not a toy buta scientifically 
constructed instrument working 
automatically. Handsome, relia- 
bie and everlasting. 


An Ideal Present 


Made doubly interesting by the little 
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VID WHITE, Dept. 59, 419 E. Water St. weaker, Wis. 











THE NEW ALLEN BOOK OF BEADS 
is ready. A 32-page book, all beads illustrated actual 
size. Send 10 cents for book and a piece of music, thought 
to be the most beautiful lullaby in the English language. 
Allen’s Boston Bead Store, 8 Winter St., Boston, Mass. 













Everyone has a perfect- 
ly normal desire to pro- 
uce music, but the av- 

) \ erage person hasn't the 
time nor patience to 


DONALD CLARK 
Soloist with the fa- @ 


in learning to play. 
But now it is different. 
This wonderful new 


has made musica on versal 
accomplishment, and has 
laced it within the possibility 
of practically everyone. 


See How Easy It Is 


The new Buescher Saxophone is a mar- 
velous instrument. It is one of the most 
beautiful of ail musical instruments — “pd 
the range and wealth of its tones it takes the place of 
most every other instrument—yet it is so perfected and sim- 
plified that it is the easiest of all instruments to play. 
With the aid of the first three lessons, which are sent free 
(upon request) with each new Saxophone, the scale can be 
mastered in an hour; in a few weeks you can be playing 
popular music. Practice is a pleasure because you learn so 
quickly. You could even take a place in a band or orchestra 
within 90 days, if you so desire. 
ou’re always welcome with 

Wins a Welcome ; a sweet-toned Buescher 
Saxophone. Thousands of men and women, of all s, have 
found it an infallible key to social popularity. For e en- 
tertainment, for church, school or lodge affairs, the Saxo- 
phone is the eoet popniar and adaptable instrument. Saxo- 
phone players enjoy, also, many © ities of earning 
. They are always in demand for dance orchestras. 

Six days’ FREE TRIAL of ow, Buescher 
Free Trial Grand Saxophone, Trumpet, 
Trombone or other instrument, Easy terms ot payment 
arranged. Mention instrument interested in and complete 
catalog will be mailed free. 


Free—a New Saxophone Book 





We have prepensé a very in’ i book on the history 
and develop: the It tells whieh saxophone 
takes violin, cello ve bass parts and many other things you 
would like to know. Also il “< first lesson. It is sent 


free on request. Just send a postca 

BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT co. 

Everything in Band and Orchestra Instruments 
5122 Buescher Block, Elkhart, Ind. 





When answering ads, mention McCALL’S 
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Lost Christmas 


[Continued from page 47] 


Christmas, killed it with science and with 
stupidity. Darwin mourned at the end of 
his life that his scientific studies had de- 
prived him of his faculty for enjoying 
poetry. He recognized the loss as an im- 
portant one. Science in the past fifty 
years has recreated the world—leaving out 
God. We have been fatuous enough to 
believe that science was a substitute for the 
Almighty. Only when we see what is hap- 
pening to our children do we realize that 
we must have both 

Christmas has gone with religion and 
Sunday and the old fine sense of the sacred- 
ness of holy things. We all have felt that 
something was amiss with Christmas. For 
years we all have been making sound and 
fury about the orgies of giving and the 
exhaustion of shop girls at Christmas time. 
I have made as loud a clatter as anyone. 
Yet now I know we all have been mistak- 
ing the sign for the thing signified. The 
Robber Kitten and Jackie have set me 
straight. 

What fools we mothers are! We prate 
against the senseless giving, and then when 
our children doubt the existence of Santa 
Claus we tell them that Santa always will 
exist because he is the spirit of giving! 
That at Christmas we must give and give 
and so be happy. Then we preen our 
maternal feathers, convinced that we have 
saved Christmas for the children if not for 
ourselves. 

How unutterably silly! What poppy- 
cock! There is just one way to save 
Christmas to a child. At the moment his 
maturing mind gives up the fine old saint, 
one must substitute the beauty of the Babe 
of Bethlehem and the ecstasy of a faith 
in Him. And this can be done only when 
the child already has been given the know!l- 
edge that the manger is there in the desert, 
ready to receive Him, that wise men wait 
the lighting of the Star, and that the Star, 
the same Star, is glowing and throbbing 
above the little town where the sweetest 
of all birthdays is about to dawn. Trust 
me, I know! For once, during a fleeting 
moment, I was the recipient of the Perfect 
Gift. Aye! Once it came to me on wings 
of such beauty as dazzles the eyes of 
memory looking back upon it. I wish that 
I could will that Gift to all the children 
of all the world, forever. 


The Great Symbol 


[Continued from page 34] 


A little later Mr. Bow Bell lifted the 
apparently opium-drunken body of Colonel 
Swank to his feet, and helped him to the 
rail of the ship. There the two stood for 
a moment close together as in confidential 
talk, until, as the gun-man turned away, 
the opium-drunken Colonel, by some loss 
of balance, fell forward over the rail into 
the sea. With a cry Mr. Bow Bell ran 
forward to réport the accident. 


T WAS midnight when Marion Dillard 

returned to the silent house. The door 

to the library was open. She turned 
from the hall into the room; but on the 
threshold she stopped. The figure of a 
man leaned over the library table, a cap 
pulled over his eyes, a dark handkerchief 
tied around the lower part of his face. 
He held the massive, carved-ivory crucifix 
in his hands, and he was intent on some 
undertaking with it. 

The girl took a step forward, and, at 
the sound, the figure turned, and a weapon 
flashed in its hand. Immediately the silence 
in the room was shattered by the ex- 
plosion of a shot. Marion Dillard im- 
agined that the burglar had fired at her; 
but, if so, why did the creature come to 
sway, to put out a convulsive hand, to 
drop his weapon clattering on the rug, and 
to crumple in a heap? The voice of the 
detective whom she had found on guard 
at the gate as she went out gave the ex- 
planation. The man came forward from 
behind the curtain of a window. 

“Bad gun-man,” he said, “wanted all 
over the world. I had to kill him.” And 
he indicated the crumpled body of Mr. 
Bow Bell. 

“But what was he doing to that ivory 
crucifix. It looked like he was trying to 
twist it.” 

Marion Dillard went forward and took 
up the heavy piece of carved ivory. The 
head, crowned with thorns, had been 
twisted around until it faced backward. It 
was loose, and she lifted the head out of 
the carving. The whole interior of the 
ivory tree was hollow, and packed with rice 
powder. Hard pellets were embedded in 
the rice powder, and when she released 
them, great oriental pearls appeared-—huge, 
magnificent, a double handful of them, 
matchless, priceless, worth the ransom of a 
province. 

And at the moment, the last stroke of 
the clocks sounded above the city, com- 
memorating the hour of the birth of the 
Savior of the world. 








Prunes have more 
todo with her smile 
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than you think 


Children’s smiles start in the 
stomach. A good digestive tract 
means good humor. Hence laxa- 
tive foods are doubly important 
in the diet of your child. 

So essential are prunes to the 
well-being of every child that a 
famous health writer recently 
said: “For your own health and 
the health of your children it is 
important to know that prunes 
should be eaten the year ‘round 
and at least once every day.” 

Sunsweet Prunes, the finest 
California produces, arenature’s 
sweetmeat treat for children. 
Rich in fruit sugar—that’s na- 
ture’s way of serving “candy.” 
Rich in mineral and vitamine 


elements, too! These are needed 
by children on the go and grow. 
You will find, too, that many 
children love to eat them raw. 
Good! Let them eat Sunsweet 
Prunes to their fill! A natural 
confection that means unspoiled 
teeth and unspoiled stomachs— 
and better health besides! 

Ask your grocer for these fine, 
full-flavored prunes either in 
bulk or in the 2-lb. Sunsweet 
carton. Lower priced this year 
than ever. And send for our 
special children’s recipe folder. 
It will show you a score of en- 
ticing ways to serve Sunsweet 
Prunes for little folks. Mail the 


coupon below. 


cA sure-smile dish for children 


Sunsweet Stewed Prunes Mashed [with or without cereal]: Wash and soak 
Sunsweet Prunes over night in warm water to cover. Cook under boiling 
point until fruit is tender. Sugar to taste, cool, drain, pit and rub through 
a coarse sieve. Serve plain or with cream. For cereal use 1 tablespoon 
mashed prunes for each service, stirring into the cereal before serving or 
placed on top of each bowl of mush. Add sugar, cream or whole milk. 
With buttered graham toast, milk or chocolate, this provides a 
wholesome, well-balanced kiddie’s breakfast. 
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SUNSWEET 


CALIFORNIAS NATURE-FLAVORED 


PRUNES 





Mail this coupon for children’s recipe folder 


California Prune and Apricot Growers’ Association, 2612 Market Street, San Jose, California 


A non-profit cooperative organization of 11,000 growers 


Please send me, without cost, your children’s recipe folder 


Name 
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Become Independent CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Dept. 912 * 421 South Ashland Boulevard + Chicago 
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Learn in Spare Time atHome 
Earn $30-35 a Week 
Every woman should learn. We 
train Beginners, Practical Nurses, 
Mothers and Religious Workers 
by our Fascinating Home-study 
Method. Leading Chicago Sys 
tem. Endorsed by physicians. Es- 


Earn While ‘Learning 
Tf you are over 18 and under 55 
years write for j\iustrated catalog and 
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CHARACTERS 


& 2 
€ 3b Tue CHILp 


) NIGHT 
mi)? ‘ , 
Do SPIRIT OF CHRISTMAS 
fe Cuitp’s MorTHER 
> Tue CHILp’s SISTERS 
? ~ . 
THe STAR 


The room is dark and closely curtained 
1 little light comes from the dying embers 
of the fire. Above it, three stockings hang 
from the chimney-piece, and behind the 
drawn curtains stands the Christmas tree, 
for it is Christmas Eve. Silence. A clock 
strikes twelve. The door opens and the 
Cup enters, clad in her nightgown, and 
barefooted.) 


Tue CHILp 

How long the night is! Yet I cannot 
sleep 

I crept downstairs as silent as a mouse 

Not a board creaked. And all about, 
the house 

Seemed breathing as it slept 

(The Cup sits on a stool by the 

hearth ) 

I thought you'd still be here, kind fire, so 

From my cold bed I crept to find your 
light 

I'll rake your ashes up until they glow, 

For I'm a little frightened of the night! 

The Cup pokes the fire.) 

That’s good. We're friends now, cosily 
at home 

Dear comfortable fire! You look as 
wise 

Winking and blinking there, as ome old 
gnome 

Who _=_ answers 
moonrise 

What night is this? 

“Of course! To-morrow’s 
Day 

All gnomes know that!”—One question 
more 

(The Cuirp blows the fire 

Will Santa come ?—A flicker !—Bother! 

I always was afraid twas Mother! 

Are there no fairies then, no mystery 

Only geography and history, 

And ordinary things?—You 
“No!” 


Oo} 


children’s riddles at 
You glow, to say 
Christmas 


flicker, 


Jumps up.) 

Then there are mysteries and wonders? 
Oh! 

I am so glad! 

Close by the chimney, 
appear! 

I'm very sleepy now, I think I'll lie 

All warm beside you, and just keep one 
eye 

Wide open watching. 

(The Crip lies down on the hearth- 


Perhaps if I hide here 
Something may 


rug. Speaks drowsily.) 


You've not told me why 

The earth all silent lies, as though 

It waited for a sign to come awake 

(Murmuring.) 

The night so full of fear, the dawn so 
slow 
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(The CHILD 
sleeps. The door 
opens noiselessly, 
and a woman, trail 


blue and crowned 
with dim stars, 
enters the room 
She stoops over the 
CHILD.) 





THE Ficure 
Little mortal, would’st thou know 
Why the dawn in winter’s slow, 

Why the earth all silent lies 
As if waiting some surprise? 

Tue Cuitp (waking) : 

Oh, who are you, with your eyes 
Deep as blue in winter skies? 

THE Ficure: 

I am Nicut. [| slumber never. 
Still I watch, that no child ever 
Lonely lies beneath my skies. 

Tue CHIL: 

I thought the night was grim and cold. 

NIGHT: 

The night is only nature's fold 
Where tired lambs may safely sleep 
Come to me! 
(She holds out her arms 
creeps into them.) 
Your arms are like my mother’s, soft 
and warm. 

NIGHT: 

All things I mother, guarding them from 
harm 

Cuitp (looking up at her) 

You're kind and gentle, Mother-Night, 
In your hair I see starlight. 

Only, I still wonder when 

The sun will rise and shine again! 

NIGHT 
Tomorrow’s sun will never rise 
Till The Sign greets him in my skies 

CHILD: 

What sign? 
NIGHT: 
My child, dost thou not know 
Why early winter nights are slow, 
Why lingers softly the Old Year 
Waiting till The Sign appear? 

CHILp (starting up): 

Then there is wonder, and surprise 
For which the earth all silent lies! 
Oh, tell me what it is! 

NIGHT 
A star! 

Cuirp (disappointed) : 

A star! But they’re so dim and far 

NIGHT: 

This one is bright and near; its glow 
The fairest light this world can know. 

CHILD: 

Oh, can Isee it? Willit stoop down low? 

NIGHT: 

In majesty and beauty it will go 

Across the dawn. And yet to you, a 
child, 

It might stoop down, and shine quite 
near and mild. 

Itself new-born, it rises for the birth 

Of that One Child who brought good- 
will to earth. 

For it the earth is hushed, for it the 


The CHILp 


night 

Still darkling waits, till it shall bring 
the Light. 

For it the sun still sleeps, the birds still 
dream. 


Cuip (kneeling) : 
Could I but see it! 
gleam— 
There, there, 
overhead ? 


Oh! what is that 


beyond your darkness, 





The Christmas Sign 


By Beatrice Forbes-Robertson Hale 





O make Christmas truly a 

festival-season of joyous con- 
secration and reverence and ad- 
oration for the Child who was 
born to bring His Christmas and 
His peace to every heart, is the 
purpose of this little play. It can 
be acted on Christmas Eve, by the 
children in any home. 








ing veils of deepest’ 





NIGHT: 

It is the first gleam from the 
light shed! 

Now are my clouds dispelled; the Day 

Star beams! 

The night is gone 

(She passes out.) 

(Slowly the face of a child appears, high 
up, in the center of a star.) 

Tue Star: 

Fear not, child of earth, for I 

Bring you tidings from the sky. 

Tidings of great joy and mirth 

That will make a heaven of earth. 

Never sigh nor sorrow may 

Come to child on Christmas Day. 

This, the birthday of the year, 

For a Child’s sake shall be dear, 

And for that One Infant’s sake 

Ever shall be consecrate. 

Solemn though my rising be 

It shall laughter bring to thee; 

Laughter, and the love of friends, 

All to make That Child amends 

For the sorrows that He knew 

When from Child to Man He grew. 

See! The dawn is breaking fast! 

Christmas Day is come at last! 

(Christmas bells are heard faintly.) 

Listen how the sound of bells 

All the loving story tells! 

Ringing, singing on her way 

Comes the soul of Christmas Day. 

(The Spirit of Christmas Day enters, in 
glittering fairylike raiment. She holds out 
both hands to the Cuitp, who rises and 
kisses her. Tue Star disappears.) 

CHILD: 
You're like a fairy. 
Day? + 
SPIRIT: 

I am the spirit. I am laughter gay, 

And loving friendship, gifts and jollity, 

Innocent mischief and frivolity! 

First I trip it on my toes, 

Then turn about to fill your hose. 

(She begins to drop presents into the 
stockings from a basket on her arm. As 
she adds a gay candy cane to an already 
crowded stocking, the Curp laughs.) 
SPIRIT: 

I made you laugh! 

soon awake! 

But you must stay all quiet for my sake 

While I complete my charm— 

CHILD: 

What’s that you said? 

I'm wide awake now! 
Spirit: 

Little muddle-head 

Children only see me while they dream! 
Curip (indignant) : 


Star’s 


Are you Christmas 


That means you'll 


I'll show you if I’m dreaming! Look, 
I'll lie 

Here with my eyes closed. Then, as 
you pass by 

I'll suddenly jump up, and make you 
scream ! 

(The Curttp lies prone on the rug, as 

before.) 

You'll see then whether I’m awake or 

no! 


SPIRIT (looking toward the window). 
The sun is almost up, and I must go. 
All seeming’s real, and real things only 
seem, 


[Turn to page 52] 
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Annette Kellermann 


Tells Her Secret 
of Glorious Health 
and a Perfect Figure 
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Let me prove that you 
can learn it in 10 days 


Annette Kellermann 


When I was a child 
I was so deformed as 
to be practically a crip- 
ple. I was bow-legged 
to an extreme degree; 







I could neither stand 
nor walk without iron 
braces For nearly two years I 
had to fight against consumption. 
No one ever dreamed that some 
day I would become famous for 


the perfect proportions of my 


figure No one ever thought I 
would become the champion wo- 
man swimmer of the world. No 
ne ever dared to guess that I 
would be some day starred in 


great feature films. Yet that is 
exactly what has happened. 
My experience certainly shows 
that no woman need be dis 
raged with her fisure, her 
, or her complexion. The 
thousands of 
or un 
already 
figure and 






truth 
tired sickly overweight 
derweight women have 
roved that a_ perfect 
radiant health can be acquired in 

ily 15 minutes a day, through the 
same methods as I myself used. These 
startling, yet simple methods can 
now be used in your own home 

I invite any woman who is inter- 
ested to write to me I will gladly 





tell you how I can prove to you in 
days that you can learn to ac- 
the body beautiful, how to 

» your complexion rosy from the 

ir instead of from the outside 
how to freshen and brighten and 
clarify a muddy, sallow face, how to 
stand and walk gracefully, how to 
add or remove weight at any part of 
the body; hips, busts, neck, arms, 
s! lers, chin, limt waist, ab- 





1; how to be full. of health, strength and energy 
at you can enjoy life to the utmost; how to be 
free from the many ailments due to physical ineffi 






ciency; in short, how to acquire perfect womanhood 
Just mail the coupon below or write a letter and I 

will send you at once and without charge my interest 

ing, illustrated new book, ““‘The Body Beautiful.” 


will also explain about my special Demonstration Offer 

Just tear off the coupon now, and mail it, before my 

present supply of free books is exhausted. 
Address, Annette Kellermann, Dept. 812, 

‘4th Street, New York City 
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aneera KELLERMANN 
Dept. .812, 29 West 34th Street, New York City. 
Dear a Kellermann: Please send me, entirely free of 
The Body Beautiful.’’ I am particu 
{]Reducing Weight [)]Body Building 


29 West 


larly interested in 


Address 


rr , 6 Aided 


State 


Hk 


Against Winter’s blustery snowy winds, 
delicate skins need protection. La- 
blache protects—is safe, pure, clinging, 
daintily fragrant, invisible. For fifty 
years the choice of fastidious women. 
Flesh, White, Pink or Cream, $0 cts. a 
box, large size $1.00, of druggists or 
by mail. 

Free Sample 


Something New! 
Compact Lablache 
Rouge with a Puff, 
giving a natural color 
to the cheeks. .75 
: _—_ - druggists of 


BEN LEVY COMPANY 


French Perfumers, Dept. E 


125 Kingston St., Boston, Mass. 


FACE PowperR 

















LUDENS 


MENTHOL COUGH DROPS 


RELIEVE YOUR 
— ZONE 


Easy to Earn $40 
to $75 a Week 


lors revealed. Thirty easy —— 
ht weeks. 














Caticura a“ 
is Fragrant and 


Very ealthful 


at Oe Cuticura Lal 
B baer oo 25c. creyenere 


A caataacaiitiale Ete. 
100 in script lettering, including two 
sets of envelopes, $3.50. Write for 


samples. 100 Visiting Cards, $1.00 
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Epidemics of 
children’s 
diseases 
which all 
mothers 
dread, are 
caused in the 
majority of 


cases by chil- 








dren who 
have the dis- 
ease ina 


light form, 
who 


quarantined 


are not 
and spread 
contagion to 


playmates 


Safeguarding Your Child 


By Charles Gilmore Kerley, M.D. 


ERTAIN diseases that affect the 
( human family are _ transmissible 

directly from the diseased to the 

unprotected individual. Other dis- 
eases are transmitted through an_in- 
termediary, as are also some of the directly 
transmissible. The transference may take 
place in different ways. 

A child who has chicken-pox plays with 
a small friend who has not had the chicken 
pox and the small friend contracts the dis- 
ease. This represents what is known as 
contagion, and chicken-pox is classed ac- 
cordingly as a contagious disease. Or, per- 
haps the mother of the child with the 
chicken-pox is the laundress of the family 
in which is the child who has not had the 
disease. The child with the chicken-pox 
comes in contact with the linen of the un- 
protected child who later comes down with 
the disease—all of which is possible. 

In this instance the clothing is infected, 
is the intermediary between the two chil- 
dren, and in this sense chicken-pox is not 
only contagious, but infectious as well. In 
other words, the germ causing the chicken- 
pox was carried by means of the clothing 
from the diseased to the well child. The 
diseases of this class most familiar to usual 
family life are diphtheria, scarlet fever, 
whooping-cough, mumps, smallpox, measles, 
German measles, infantile paralysis, epi- 
demic influenza, cerebro-spinal meningitis, 
chicken-pox and tuberculosis-—all these are 
transmissible by personal contact. 

To what degree books, clothing and 
toys may be infected and act as carriers, 
it is impossible to say. Among the entire 
list there are but three in which the nature 
of the infection has been determined posi- 
tively. These three are diphtheria, men- 
ingitis and tuberculosis. All these are due 
to micro-organisms, which we call “germs.” 
It is quite prébable that all this group may 
be transmitted by an intermediary, but 
the danger of spreading a disease is largely 
through personal contact. It is not wise, 
however, to have articles of clothing, 
books, toys and the like that have been in 
contact with the ill, come in contact with 
the unprotected—one who has not had the 
disease in question. 


ERTAIN diseases to which the human 

race is subjected are transmissible 

only through an intermediary, as 
malaria and yellow fever, in which a mos- 
quito acts as the host. Typhoid fever is 
water-borne or food-borne—that is, the 
bacillis that causes typhoid must be swal- 
lowed to become operative. Cholera is an- 
other usually water-borne disease. 

An unfortunate feature in connection 
with the distinctly contagious group is that 
in many of them there is no laboratory 
means by which the very mild cases may 
be diagnosed; and it is to the mild, un- 
recognized cases that extensive epidemics 
are due. This is particularly apt to be the 
case in diphtheria, scarlet fever, whooping- 
cough and poliomyelitis, commonly known 
as infantile paralysis. 

Two dreaded diseases, infantile pa- 
ralysis and tuberculosis, are under constant 
investigation with the view of establishing 
a serum for their cure. 

The distinctly contagious group—the 
above mentioned and measles, German 
measles, smallpox, chicken-pox and mumps, 
may be extremely severe, leaving no doubt 
as to the nature of the 
illness; or so mild that the 
case goes unrecognized be- 
cause the patient is not 
sufficiently ill to be ob- 
servéd by other members 
of the family. The doctor 
is not called and the slightly 
ill child passes in and out 
among his fellows spread- 
ing the contagion. 

It is such mild cases 
that spread disease rather 5 
than the _ transference 7 





through an intermediary or any unusual 
channel. Repeatedly, I have known chil- 
dren who never whooped to have whoop- 
ing-cough, and it would never have been 
known had not other children in the family 
had the disease in the true form. Zingher 
reports that in certain schools in New York 
City viable diphtheritic bacilli were found 
in five out of every hundred school chil- 
dren. 

All these children had been self-im- 
munized through acting for months as 
hosts for the diphtheritic micro-organisms, 
but they could transmit the disease to others. 

Scarlet fever, because of the possibilities 
of an indefinite rash, is overlooked more 
frequently than any other disease of this 
class. It is not unusual for school inspectors 
to find children with active scarlet fever 
desquamation (peeling), in attendance at 
school, who had not been ill. Often mild 
scarlet fever rashes are interpreted by the 
family, and sometimes by the doctor, as 
due to digestive disturbances, particularly 
if accompained by fever and vomiting. 


OLIOMYELITIS (infantile paralysis) 

without paralysis has been definitely 

proved to be the chief factor in causing 
the spread of this dreadful malady. A 
child may have the disease indicated by 
fever, vomiting, headaches and no paralysis. 
His twin brother develops the identical 
symptoms and when they are passed or 
while still active, it is found that there is 
a paralysis of some portion of his body. 

This emphasizes the need for the care- 
ful supervision of children, particularly in 
large centers, during all epidemics regard- 
less of their nature. The daily school in- 
spection practiced in many cities has done 
much to limit the spread of contagious 
diseases. 

One group of persons is a very de- 
cided menace to the community. I refer 
to those cults which believe that diphtheria, 
scarlet fever and infantile paralysis are due 
to some sort of deranged mental state, 
some error in the mind of the child. Such 
parents are a danger in any community 
in that they ignore the existence of con- 
tagious diseases in their own children. 
Isolation is not carried out, the children 
of normal persons play with the mentally 
incompetent next-door neighbor’s child who 
has a contagious disease, and the normal 
person’s child contracts the disease which 
may be fatal to him. 

During the past thirty years of my 
medical experience, certain of the con- 
tagious diseases have taken on a milder 
aspect, particularly scarlet fever, measles 
and whooping-cough. .There has been a 
marked reduction in the severity of these 
ailments; but whether this is simply a 
rest phase, or whether the disease will be 
permanently of a milder nature, only time 
will tell. 

Among the transmissible diseases there 
are those that are not of great danger to 
life. German measles, mumps and chicken- 
pox are an inconvenience and _ interfere 
with school work, but they are rarely fatal. 
Measles, whooping-cough and scarlet fever 
should be classed as dangerous. Diphtheria, 
formerly greatly dreaded and still a very 
dangerous disease, has been robbed of 
its terrors through the preventive mea- 
sures of inoculation and the use of the 
serum “anti-toxin” in its treatment. 

If anti-toxin could be 
used early and advisably 
in every case of diphtheria, 
the mortality from this 
disease would be reduced 
to perhaps one or two 
per cent. The pre - anti- 
toxin mortality ranged in 
different epidemics from 
thirty to sixty per cent 
Smallpox may be prevented 
in a large degree by vac- 
cination. The mortality 

[Turn io page 52] 
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POWDER 


DYORRHOCIDF 


keeps the gums healthy 


gums 


Signal pyorrhea’s menace 
to the root sockéts 


|B peers the gum line pyorrhea 
gains its foothold. The gums 
become tender, bleed easily, start to 
recede. The infection spreads to the 
root sockets which hold your teeth in 
place. If the root sockets become 
infected, the teeth usually loosen and 
fall out—or must be pulled. 

Dental clinics since 1908 have 
proved the effectiveness of Pyorrho- 
cide Powder as an aid in correcting, 
as well as in preventing, pyorrhea. 
It is medicated with Dentinol, a 
gum -tissue healing agent used by 
the dental profession in the treat- 
ment of pyorrhea at the dentist’s 
chair, 

Pyorrhocide Powder keeps the 
teeth white and clean. It has a tonic 
and healing effect upon the. gums. 
It corrects bleeding gums—strength- 
ens tender gums—hardens soft gums. 
It helps healthy gums to keep 
healthy. 

_ Use this denti- 
frice daily — see 
your dentist regu- 
larly—and you can 
avoid pyorrhea. 
The economical dol- 
lar package con- 
tains six months’ 
supply. At all drug- 


gists. 

FREE SAMPLE 
Write for free sam- 
ple and booklet on 
causes, effects and 
prevention of pyor- 
rhea. 

The Dentinol & 
Pyorrhocide Co. 
inc. 

Sole Distributors 
1474 Broadway 
New York City 








We want you to see how beautifal 
Peace Dale Yarn is! So we are mak- 
ing this special offer, Send for free 
sample card of Peace Dale Yarns 
and free directions for knitting the 
fashionable sweater illustrated. 
Then order enough yarn to knit this 
sweater and we will send free a 
brand new knitting book — just off 
the press. Over 40 new ideas for 
knitting! This offer holds good un- 
til Jan. 1, 1924 only. Satisfaction 
uaranteed. Peace Dale Milis, 
ept.1172, 25 Madison Ave., N. x. 
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MSCORMICK &CO.. Baltimore _ 
{Pree— © OKT 
* for coarse ® 
rT pores | 


Elizabeth frien has fermpeieend her wonderfully 
effective VENETIAN PORE CREAM. 
A qreaseless astringent cream that closes open pores, 
corrects their relaxed condition, tones the cells of 
the pores and keeps them healthy, refines the 
coarsest skin. Spread a little Pore Cream over 
coarse pores at night, after cleansing. The skin 
will soon grow fine and velvety. $1, $2.50. 
Write to Elizabeth Arden describing the 
characteristics and faults of your skin. She 
will send her personal pw th ms its treatment, 
with her booklet, “‘ The Quest of The Beau 
tiful,”’ outlining the correct care of the shin. 


Elizabeth Arden has just produced her famous 
Exercises for Health and Beauty in ihe form 
of Records. Ask for booklet about them 


! Elizabeth tetas 2 


® 681-P Fifth Avenue 


New York 
25 Old Bond Street, London kK 
tae oo 











2 rue de la Paix, Paris 


envenk 
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Holeproof Hasiery 


OME hose may equal Hole- 

proof in appearance—but they 
lack the durability for which 
Holeproof is famous. 


Some hose may approach Hole- 
proof in wearing quality—but at 
a sacrifice of sheerness, fine tex- 
ture, beauty. 


The desirable combination of 


beauty and economy is to be had 
only in Holeproof. And the price 
is moderate. 

At all good stores—in many 
styles, all approved colors: Silk, 
Silk-and-Wool, Wool, Silk-faced, 
and Lusterized Lisle. Styles also 
for men and children. If not avail- 
able locally, write for booklet and 
prices, 


HOLEPROOF HOSIERY COMPANY, Milwaukee, Wisconsin 


Holeproof Hosiery Company of Canada, Limited, London, Ontario 


© H. H. Co. 











Break down that wall between you and your boy! 


That baby whose first smile was di- 
rectly into your eyes, that toddler who 
took his first steps with his little hand 
gripped round your fingers, is he grow- 
ing away from you? 

Tt is natural that he should outgrow 
his first complete reliance on your 
care and love. You and his teachers 
are constantly urging him to think for 
himself. More and more he is weigh- 
ing, judging, making his own con- 
Each careless rebuff to his 
natural and spontaneous spirit of in- 
vestigation cautions him to build a 

wall of reserve against ridicule. Each 
misunderstanding of his dreams, his 
schemes and his enthusiasms builds 
the wall higher and thicker. 


clusions. 


Between the ages of 10 and 20 what 
boys most need is association with 
fellows and men of strong character, 
who understand them and whom they 
understand. They need to work with 
them and play with them, seeing the 
real world as it is, meeting experi- 
ences and boy-adventures with them, 
learning the right way to think and the 
right way to act. 

This is the companionship that more 
than a half million boys are finding 
and being developed by in THE 
AMERICAN Boy. 

‘Each and every story is written to 


let boys face a real boy-problem and 
it teaches them how a regular fellow 
will meet and solve it. There is noth- 
ing preachy about THE AMERICAN 
Boy. (How boys do hate preaching!) 
Its articles are instructive, boy-build- 
ing, man-building, and have an instant 
power to suggest all that is best and 
healthiest to a boy. 

Right now you are facing the Christ- 
mas season. What an opportunity to 
break down the wall that separates 
you and your boy. Make him a pres- 
ent of a year’s subscription to THE 
AMERICAN Boy. You'll never make 
an investment that will pay such large 
dividends in increased understanding 
between him and you, nor one that 
will bring him more hours of genuine 
enjoyment. 


$2.00 a year by mail. 20 cents a copy at 
news-stands. Subscribe for a year or leave 
a standing order at your news-dealer’s. 





The Brightest. Bost Mavarme 
for Bows in All the World” 








THE SPRAGUE PUBLISHING Co. 
Neo. 827 American Bidg., Detroit, Mich. 
Enclosed find $2.00, for which send Tue 


AMERICAN Boy for one year, beginning with the 
Christmas, 1923, number, to oo 
Name 





—. 


Address 
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The Christmas Sign 
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So sleep, dear child, and dream you do 
not dream. 

Now about the room I trace 

A fairy pattern full of grace, 

That the child who here may stand 

Shall bring blessings in his hand, 

That all children in this place 

May carry Christmas in their face, 

And each child ere he depart 

Find his Christmas in his heart. 

(She runs out. The light increases; the 
Christmas bells peal more loudly; the 
Cuttp’s MotHer enters. She has the face 
of Nicut. Stooping, she lifts the CuiLp’s 
head.) 

MorHer (laughing) 

Wake up, dear sleepy-head, it’s Christ- 

mas Day! 

And you’re not dressed! What will 
the others say? 

The Cup's two sisters run into the 
room, in their Christmas best. They have 
the faces of Tue Star and the Spirit. They 
rush, with shouts of joy, to their stockings.) 
CHILD (waking) : 

Oh, hear the joyous music! See the 
light ! 

Mother, your face is like the Lady 
Night! 

MorTHER: 

Baby, are you awake? 

Cup (looking around at tke children) : 

Or do I dream 

I saw the Christmas Spirit and kissed 
her? 

Was she a fairy or my sister? 

Or are dreams real while real things 
only seem? 

MorTHeER (kissing the CuILp): 

Wake up, wake up! A Merry Christ- 

mas, pet! 
CHILDREN : 

A Merry Christmas! (One of them 
holds out a glittering toy from the 
CHILp’s stocking). 

CuHitp (taking it): 

Oh, I quite forget 

If I saw the Star or no; 

Dreamed or waked! I only know 

Someone told me I should stand 

Here with Christmas in my hand, 

Blessed by the Christmas Sign 

Which makes human hearts divine. 

Mothers! Sisters! All my friends! 

Let us share the joy it sends! 

(The Cuitp holds out its arms. Every- 
one, clustering around the tree, joins in 
singing a Christmas carol.) 


Safeguarding Your Child 


[Continued from page 51] 


of cerebro-spinal meningitis has been re- 
duced from eighty-five to thirty-five per 
cent. through the use of serum. Our knowl- 
edge of the use of serum in the diseases 
mentioned has been brought about through 
experimentation in animals. 

In poliomyelitis and in_ tuberculosis 
also much may be accomplished by 
quarantine Persons with tuberculosis 
should not come in contact with children, 
and every case of poliomyelitis should 
be quarantined during the acute stage of 
the disease. I have known a number of 
cases of tuberculosis in children who ac- 
quired the disease from members of their 
own family or a neighbor. Tuberculosis, 
unlike other communicable diseases, runs 
no definite course, and practically every 
organ of- the body—including the bones, 
eyes and the skin—is subject to its ravages. 





WV ISE men, long ago, traveling 
far, brought their gifts to the 
Infant King 

Daily to , Thee, O Mighty King 
of Souls, we offer the gold of 
love, the frankincense of prayer, 
the myrrh of sacrifice. 

Be Thou, Most Holy Child, 
forever adored in the hearts of 
the Wise who love and find and 
serve Thee. 
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LARGEST SALE IN THE WORLD 








How to care for 


Dull Hair 


You cannot expect hair which is naturally de- 
void of lustre to lock brilliant or exceptionally 
bright after an ordinary shampoo. You must use 
a shampoo that is different—a shampoo that will 
add real beauty to your hair—~GOLDEN GLINT 
Shampoo. This shampoo will make your hair look 
so much prettier, so much more attractive, that you 
will just love to fuss with it. In addition to the clean 
freshness any good shampoo gives, it offers some- 
thing unusual, something new, something more 
than a promise. This “something” isa secret you'll 
discover with your first Golden Glint Shampoo. 
25¢ a package at toilet counters or direct. 

J. W. KOBI CO., 642 Rainier Ave., Seattle, Wash. 


Golden Glint 
SHAMPOO 





Skin Brightener 


Puts Life Into 
Dull and 
Sallow Skin 


To overcome that 
muddy, oily complex- 
ion that leads to 
blemishes, black- 
heads and such im- 
perfections go to the 
drug store and ask 
for two ounces of cal- 
onite powder. 
Sprinkle a little ona 
hot, wet cloth, rub 
over the face briskly a few times when lo! every 
blackhead is gone, so is the oily sallowness, you 
look refreshed, your skin is clean and a few ap- 
plications more brings back the beauty. Try this 
simple method today. It works like a charm. 

If your druggist cannot supply you send $1.00 for fuil 
size package of calonite powder by prepaid mail. 

RESEARCH LABORATORIES 
669 Thompson Bldg. Chicago, Tl. 














A NEW OIL LAMP FREE 

Burns 94%. Air 

M. G. Johnson, 609 W. Lake St., Chicago, IL, 

the inventor of a wonderful new oil lamp that 

burns 94% air and beats gas or electricity, is 

offering to give one free to the first user in each 

locality who will help introduce it. Write him 
for particulars. Agents wanted. 


ay PIECESE] 


JAPA NESE 49, 
Blue Bird Dinner Set 





Add a new 
charm to 
your dinner 
table with this im- 
ported Japanese Blue 
Bird Dinner Set. 
Special introductory price 
only $2.49 Compare with 
sets costing as hich as $5.00. 
Large size Hemstitched 
tablecloth, 60 x 60 inches. 
Many beautiful designs. 
Six hemstitched napkins to 
match. Cloth and napkins are 
ly woven and reversible. Both 
sides of rich, ws tone Japaness Blue 
Guaranteed fast colors. A real b: in 
at our — —* of $2.49. tk to 


SEND NO MONEY. Just name and address 
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ORDER 


__LIEBIG 
LEMC 


HE NEW NAME FOR 
LIEBIG EXTRACT OF BEEF 

Think of the intrinsic good- 
ness and economy of Lemco! 
One 4 oz. jar will make 
32 cups of rich delicious 
Bouillon Soup. 

The most highly concen- 
trated form of beef known. 


1865—1923 


The Original and 
Only Genuine 





LIEBIG COMPANY’S 
EXTRACT OF BEEF 











Fa ohells 


WILL BEAUTIFY YOUR EYES INST ANTLY | 


A touch of MAYBE LLINE works beauty wonders. 

eyebrows and lashes are made toap; mee & dark long 

urious. Aliths Bhifenorelineen et 7 rally Sart tere and 

and expression—is! . 7 A ifference is remarkable. 
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WaTseLiine ‘C6. 4750, 84 Sheridan Road, CHICAGO 











The gift question is 
no guestion at all— 


if you have the Winter McCall Em- 
broidery Book on hand to suggest 
to you presents that take little time 
to make and yet bear the charm of 
your own careful handiwork. 


McCALL 
Embroidery Book 25c 


30 cents by mail 


Does Your Child 
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ating, asanaughty 
child. Every wother 
knows that ple 
udge her by the be- 
vior of her chil- 
dren—that parents 
= cay poe. 


eldo 

popular. Yet all this 

and bumili- 
ation is now unnec- 
essary, for now 
there is a scientific 
method of child training, evolved by Pro. 
oueet, Ray C. ae. A. B., M. A. (Harvard 

1 P id of the Par- 
ents Association). This new system shows you how to 
correct =e cause of disobedience, wi!fulness, untruthful. 
ness and other dangerous habits in children of every age, 


HIGHEST ENDORSEMENTS tem, which has 


been put into the form of an illustrated course prepared 
especially for the busy parent, is producing remarkable 
and immediate results for thousands of parents in all 
parts of the world. lt is endorsed by leading educators. 
F R or & oO K “New Methods in Child 
Training” is the title of 
astartling book which describes this system and outlines 
the work of The Parents Association. Send lettcr or postal 
today and the book wil! be sent free—but do it now as this 
announcement may never appear here again. 
THE PARENTS ASSOCIATION 
Department 671 2 Pieasant Hill, Ohio 
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Our Housekeeping 
Exchange 


Conducted by Helen Hopkins 


AN ADORABLE TeEA-TrAy can be made 
out of an old oblong or oval picture frame. 
Place a piece of flowered cretonne under 
the glass and screw a small handle into 
each end. The frame can be enameled any 
color, and you have a tray which every 
homemaker would appreciate as a Christ- 
mas gift—Mrs. W. P. C., Texas. 


DATES FOR THE CHRISTMAS FEAST are 
often difficult to remove from their paper 
wrappings. Remove the outer cardboard 
and place the paper-wrapped dates in a 
warm oven. Leave them a few minutes; 
then the paper will come off like magic and 
the dates will separate and stone easily 
without being at all sticky —Mrs. J. J.O’C., 
Washington, D. C. 


Tue CuristMAs SHopper will find 
it convenient to keep a memorandum in 
her shopping-bag. Enter the name of each 
member of the family, with size of hose, 
gloves and underwear. The list is easily 
consulted and there is no time lost in 
wondering whether articles will fit——Miss 
C. H., Indiana. 

/ 

Even Ir It Is Decemper, don’t put 
away your electric fan. When the furnace 
fire is low, or when you want to hurry it, 
start the fan in front of the lower door 
of the furnace, open the lower drafts, and 
you will soon have a roaring fire-—Mrs. 
R. J. R., New Hampshire. 


For A LarGE CHRISTMAS PARTY serve 
the ice-cream in individual paper cups. Tie 
them with red ribbon or strips of crépe 
paper with a sprig of holly or hemlock 
tucked into each. This is pretty, and saves 
washing many plates—Mrs. R. G. D., 
South Carolina. 


Ir You Witt Grease the bottom of 
the roaster before putting in the Christmas 
fowl, it will not stick, and the pan can be 
cleaned more easily. —Mrs. R. R., New York. 


For DECORATIONS FOR THE CHRISTMAS 
DINNER TABLE choose three sticks of red- 
and-white-striped candy, tie them tripod- 
fashion with red and green ribbons and a 
sprig of holly, and place underneath a paper 
basket filled with salted nuts or small 
candies. Set one at each place——Miss A. 
M. P., Wisconsin. 


An Empty Paste Jar with double com- 
partments has a place on my kitchen table. 
In one division I keep lard and in the 
other a soft brush. A little water keeps 
the brush soft and I always have a handy, 
cleanly contrivance for greasing pans.— 
Miss M. K., Oregon. 


Use A DISCARDED SHAVING Brus, which 
is soft and fine, to dust the phonograph 
records.—Mrs. S. A., Minnesota. 


For AN Amusinc AppiTIon to the 
Christmas goodies, dip the feet of animal 
crackers in stiff frosting and stand them 
on flat wafers. Arrange as a Noah’s Ark 
procession round the Christmas tree-—Mrs. 


O. A. H., Iowa. 


Wur* Many Coors anp Sizes of 
crochet cotton are needed for a _ piece 
of fancy-work they often become hopelessly 
tangled. You can avoid this by dropping a 
ball into each compartment of a carton 
used for packing a dozen eggs.—Mrs. W. J., 
Oregon 





E want your best original 

suggestions for saving time, 
money and strength in housework 
of all kinds. We will pay one 
dollar for each available contri- 
| bution. Unaccepted manuscripts 

will be returned if an addressed, 
! stamped envelope is enclosed. Ad- ! 
dress: Housekeeping Exchange, 
MeCall’s Magazine, 232-250 West 
37th Street, New York City. 
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The initials of a friend 


You will find these letters on many tools by which 
electricity works. They are on great generators 
used by electric light and power companies; and 
on lamps that light millions of homes. 


They are on big motors that pull railway trains; 
and on tiny motors that make hard housework 
easy. 

By such tools electricity dispels the dark and lifts 
heavy burdens from human shoulders. Hence the 
letters G-E are more than a trademark. They are 
an emblem of service—the initials of a friend. 


GENERAL ELECTRIC 











our Gift Copy is Waiting] < > 







Send for booklet, “Home Uses for uices of Seald- a 
sweet Grapefruit and Oran t gives test Fa 
recipes for a great variety of hy hot and cold drinks, ; 
ices, soups and other refreshing combinations. X J 


Sealdsweet 


Florida grapefruit and oranges, superior food-fruits, 
rich in vitamines and other healthful elements. 
This book, illustrated in natural colors, tells how to 
serve in many unique ways. Write for copy today. 





FLORIDA CITRUS EXCHANGE Sealdsweet 
807 Citrus > ag Bldg. i Florida Grapefruit Shake 
Sgo ree recipe in 
ree b 
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A Rapid Cooks 
Better Meals 
With Less Fuel 
and Effort 


The Automatic Rapid Electric Stove 
(an electric fireless cooker) is the cheapest, easiest 
method known for preparing the family meals. 
Electricity is used only to bring the food to the 
cooking point (taking only 1-4 to 1-3 of the full cook- 













Wm. Campbell 
The Origina!’ 
Fireless Cooker 


Man 


ing time). It then automatically shuts itself off and 
the food continues to cook, boil, broil, roast, bake, 
fry or toast until done. From 50% to 75% of the 


fuel cost is saved. 


Takes Drudgery Out of Cookine 





No ‘“‘pot-watching.’* No worrying about burning. No clocks to set, dials to retulate, . 
thermometers to watch, nor discs to heat. Merely put food in the cooker, attach to eleetri What It Will Do 
light socket, (no special wiring), turn on the switch and leave it. The Automatic Rapid 






Electric does the rest. Roasts ail kinds 






Guaranteed Wear-Ever aluminum utensils furnished with it of meats, fowls 


Aluminum lined throughout—won’t rust or corrode. and fish. 
. Cook ll v 
Get My 30 Day Trial Offer Now! —. 


Does all baking 
A boiled ham uses 
electricty 30 to % 


Try the Automatic Rapid Electric at my risk for thirty days. I 
want you to use this great invention for one month. Then take the 
vote of the family, and if you or your family cannot honestly say 





that you are satisfied, that you never had more delicious, better minutes. Veyeta 

cooked meals, send it right back and your money will be instantly bles 8 to 12 min 

refunded utes. 

FRE Home Science Book—Write today for this guide to Fries Bg 
pasie “hed et te: : ive: -~omplete Cc Stews. Makes 0 
easier, cheaper, better cooking. Gives complete direc FREE MENU INDEX ety hg ede se 


tions and recipes—all details of construction and new low factory 


, he + # w device shows in . N the 
rrices. A post card will bring it to you. Drop us one today Ee. . witteoe eae Lim: her 
Verious meats. t i] 
Wm. Campbell Co., Dept. 721, Detroit, Mich. filmneed rations ‘as ae. Ali complete ready 
termined by Home - to use when you 


Canadian Address: Georgetown, Ontario omic Experts, Sent Fre veceswe st 
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UITE RIGHTLY, American 

women pay close attention to 
the nutritive values of the food they 
serve their families. “Delicious,” 
says father;"melts in the mouth.” 
And mother is pleased beyond 
words. 


But often this modern food of ours 
is working a subtle harm. Soft and 
creamy, it does not give to the 
gums the stimulation that rough, 
coarse food once gave. Gums to- 
day are less healthy, and tooth- 
troubles, due to weakened gums, 
are on the rise. The prevalence of 
pyorrhea is one item in a long list. 


Does your toothbrush 
“show pink’? 


Thousands of dentists have writ- 
ten us that they combat soft and 
spongy gums by the use of Ipana 
Tooth Paste. For Ipana Tooth 
Paste is the great enemy of the 
“pink toothbrush.” Because of its 
ziratol content, it has a decided ten- 
dency to heal tender gums and to 
keep gums firm and healthy. In 
stubborn cases a gum-massage 
with Ipana is recommended, after 
the cleaning with Ipana and the 
brush, 


Send for a Trial Tube Today 


Ipana stimulates and heals the 
gums, but do not overlook the fact 
that it cleans the teeth perfectly. 
And its taste, as a trial tube will 
show you, is unforgetably good. 






Made by the 
makers of 
Sal Hepatica 


A trial tube, 
enough to last 
for ten days, will 
be sent gladly if 
you will forward 
coupon below, 





Smell 
Bristol-Myers Co., 49 Rector St., New York, N.Y. 
Kindly send me « trial tube of IPANA TOOTH 
PASTE without charge or obligation on my part. 
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him by some intangible barrier. And she 
was separated, too, from little Peter. It 
was noticeable how the boy shut her out 
from his confidences; how he left all the 
close and intimate things to say to his 
father when they were alone. And a boy 
shouldn’t A mother was a mother 
Big Peter remembered his own . @ 
serene person, who would sit with folded 
hands and attentive gaze while he poured 
out his heart to her 

Little Peter had never been to the farm 
in winter. With his father and mother he 
had spent two weeks there one summer 
Lucia had not liked it. She was city-bred 
She had always lived in a perfectly ordered 
home. Big Peter adored her, but he ad- 
mitted reluctantly that, at times, her per 
fections clicked like a busy machine. That 
night, he and Lucia dined out. Little Peter 
saw them off. “Don’t you like her in that 
dress, Daddy ?” 

“Yes. It is your loveliest gown, Lucia.” 

She laughed a little. “You two > 
You are as alike as peas! I wonder why 
this gown takes your eye?” 

“I know why it takes my eye,” said 
little Peter, gravely; “it is like a buttercup.” 

“It is like a whole field of buttercups,” 
said Big Peter 

And Lucia just laughed again, and said, 
“Gracious, a field of buttercups sounds as 
big as—hoopskirts— !” 

It was late when Lucia and Big Peter 
came home from their dinner-party, and it 
was while they sat in the library where the 
fire had burned down to ashes and an opal 
heart, that Big Peter said, “I had a letter 
today from Bob.” 

“When are they coming?” 

“They are not coming, Lucia. Bob has 
a case which will hold him over the twenty 
fifth, They want us to come up for the 
week-end and eat Christmas dinner with 
them.” 

Lucia, in the field-of-buttercups gown, 
leaned back against the dark leather of her 
chair, and said, “Well, of course, we can’t.” 

“Why not?” 

“You can't get away, can you?” 

“Yes. McGregor will look after my 
patients.” 

She considered that for a moment. “But 
all of our plans are made. We have so 
many engagements. It will be impossible 
to break them.” 

“I should like to make it possible.” 

She enumerated patiently. “We have 
accepted an invitation for the Stacys’ 
dinner, and the Lorings’, and Muriel Abbott 
is giving a dance,and . . .” 

He lifted his hand, “Let’s cut away 
from all of them. . . . Little Peter 
would love it.” 

“But I have everything planned for 
Peter, too. A surprise. I have asked a lot 
of children to come and sing carols; instead 
of a tree. And Peter will give them presents 
from a huge Christmas pie.” 

“Lucia, he won't like that 
everything—’ 


His tree is 


HE argued it, and he listened, his eyes 

fixed frowingly on the fire. Usually he 

let her have her own way. He had, like 
little Peter, learned the futility of argument 
Lucia could everlastingly prove her point 
And she was always so disturbed when he 
lost his temper. He did not mean to lose 
it now. He felt that Peter ought to have 
a tree. He, himself, wanted it. It seemed 
to bring to him a breath of his own pine 
woods. He was always sorry when New 
Year’s day came, and the tree had to be 
taken down. He and little Peter made a 
ceremony each year of burning it in the 
fireplace. “You see, it goes back up the 
chimney,” he had told his small son, “and 
the wind carries it away to the forest.” 

“And its spirit talks to the other trees?” 

“Perhaps. And tells them what it did 
here.” 

Peter and his father often talked of 
spirits. Big Peter did not believe that 
death was the end of things. “All that is 
fine and good and brave in us lives forever, 
Peter.” He wanted little Peter to think of 
death without fear, and of all that came 
after it 

And now Lucia was saying, “Jean and 
Bob are great dears, and the boys are 
darlings. But their house is terribly hap- 
hazard.” 

He brought himself back to her. “Oh, 
well, of course. If you feel that way about 
it, we won't think of it.” He stood up. 
“Let’s go to bed. I’m dead tired and to- 
morrow is my day at the hospital.” 

She, too, stood up. “Perhaps little Peter 
can go to the farm in the spring,” she said, 
in her bright voice, “when we haven't so 
much on here.” 

“IT wasn’t thinking entirely of Peter. I 
was thinking of myself.” 

“Would you really like it?” 

“Like it? Good Lord, yes. Why it was 
home to me when I was a little chap... .” 
he found it hard to go on. Her finger-tips 


caressed the lapel of his coat, the field-of- 
buttercups gown was like sunshine against 
his black 
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“We'll go, of course. I’m not so selfish.” 

He was eager. “Lucia, you'll adore it. 
You've never seen anything like its charm 
in winter.” 

They went upstairs together. His arm 
around her. And he was half-apologetic 
“It is too bad that you'll have to spoil all 
your plans.” 

Yet the last apologetic impulse died 
when, before going to bed, he went in and 
looked at little Peter. The child was as 
warm and rosy as his own pink pajamas. 
He had crisp bronze curls and the firm set 
of his chin was like Big Peter’s. As the 
father drew up the covers, there was a rustle 
under his hand. Little Peter had written a 
note on his very own paper, with a fat 
gold “P” at the top. Big Peter read it 
under the lamp. 


Dear SANTA: Please bring me a tree. Mother 
says I am not to have one. So will you just drop 
it down the chimbley—there isn’t any fire before 
7 in the morning 

Yours truly, 
Petrer BLAKE. 


Well, Peter should have his tree. They 
would have a wonderful holiday. Big Peter 
went back to his wife. She had taken off 
the yellow gown, and was wrapped in 
something thick and warm and fur-trimmed. 

“You look like a white pussy-cat,” he 
told her. 

“Do you like me, Peter?” 

“IT love you.” 


T is one thing, however, to agree to a 

plan of which you don’t exactly ap- 

prove, and it is another thing to adjust 
yourself to it. Little Peter’s raptures when 
he heard of their trip to the farm puzzled 
his mother. 

“But how do you know you are going 
to like it, Peter?” 

“Well, Daddy has told me about it.” 

“You may not like it as well as Daddy 
did.” 

“Yes, I shall Mother. Father says I 
can sit in the kitchen and watch Aunt Mary 
make doughnuts and sprinkle them with 
sugar when they come out of the fat. He 
used to do it when he was a little boy.” 

“But, darling, you knqw you are not 
allowed to eat doughnuts.” 

“Well, Daddy said I might, up there. 
He said if I walked a lot and cut down 
Christmas trees that even doughnuts 
wouldn’t hurt my tummy.” 

“Did he say that you could cut down 
Christmas trees?” 

“He said I could help.” Little Peter’s 
cheeks were scarlet with the excitement of 
it all. Lucia sighed. She wished that big 
Peter wouldn’t upset her diet arrangements 
for her son. She was having a great many 
notes to write, and explanations to make 
over the telephone. It had seemed best 
to say that Big Peter needed a rest. She 
told that to the Lorings and the Stacys 
and to Muriel Abbott. They were all very 
sorry for her. Maude Maddox agreed to 
take the two old ladies from the home off 
her hands. The children who were to 
have sung the carols were given a little 
party on the day before Peter went away. 
The whole thing was perfectly managed, 
and all the mothers praised Lucia. After 
everybody had gone home. Little Peter was 
very polite about it. “They had a nice 
time, didn’t they, Mother.” 

She was moved, unexpectedly, to ask, 
“Did you?” 

Truth got the better of politeness, “Not 
so very.” 

“But why not, Peter?” 

“Oh, it was like all other parties, 
Mother.” 

She stared at him, a little frown fretting 
her forehead. His words were an echo of 
his father’s as they had driven home one 
night from a country club frolic. “They 
are all alike, Lucia. And nothing seems 
real.” 

She had wondered then what he meant 
by “real.” As for herself, she had been 
chairman of the frolic committee, and 
things had really been very well done. And 
everybody had been pleased—except big 
Peter who called it “artificial” and “cut- 
and-dried.” 

“It would have been hopeless ~vithout 
the cocktails.” 

“But you didn’t drink any, Peter?” 

“IT never do. And neither do you. Yet 
you seem to get a lot out of it.” 

Lucia was quite sure that Big Peter 
ought to get a lot out of it, too. But he 
didn’t, and now here was little Peter! 

She packed their bags with warm things, 
thick sweaters, and wool underwear. “I 
can’t have my two Peters taking cold,” she 
told them, “and those old country houses 
are apt to be freezing.” She need not have 
worried, however. Uncle Bob’s house was 
warm enough. Little Peter felt that it was 
warm not only to your outside feelings, but 
to those inside of you. You went straight 
into the lamplighted front room, and there 
were three cats on the hearth. The fire 
was back of them, and the cats looked 
black. But when you came.up to them 
they were three colors—one was gray, and 





one was black, and one was a bright and 
beautiful yellow 

Little Peter took the yellow cat on his 
lap. “I haven’t had one since I was here 
that summer,” he said to his Aunt Jean. 
“There are more of them out in the 
barn.” 

Little Peter felt that he could sit there 
forever with that warm, fat pussy-cat in 
his arms. But his mother was saying, “May 
I put Peter to bed? It is so late for him.” 

“Doesn't he want something to eat?” 

“We had dinner in the dining-car, Jean.” 

“But I do want something to eat, 
Mother.” 

“Peter!” Then gravely, “well, a glass of 
milk,” and Peter put down his cat, and 
went with his aunt to get it. 

They had to walk down three steps to 
the dairy; and there, around the wall, on 
broad shelves, were pans of milk, and all 
the room was sweet with the smell of it. 
And the floor was painted yellow, just the 
color of the cat, and the cream was yellow. 
And there was a dipper and a glass. While 
he drank his milk, Little Peter talked to his 
Aunt Jean. He didn’t feel shy, and he 
liked the way she listened. She seemed to 
put her mind to it, as his father did. 

“We haven’t any cats,” Little Peter told 
her, “or any animals.” 

“Our pets are just a part of the family. 
There’s old Ca@sar. He goes everywhere 
with your uncle, and the people know the 
dog as well as the doctor . . . and 
there’s young Brutus who watches the 
house. And there’s Tessie, the old tortoise- 
shell pussy. She keeps her kittens at the 
barn. And it is always a great ceremony 
when she brings them up’ to be fed. We 
all go out to see them. And she is so 
proud!” 

“At home,” said Peter, “I have my 
Noah’s Ark, but of course the animals aren’t 
alive.” 

“Still,” said Aunt Jean, understandingly, 
“they are a great help. You can play they 
are real.” 

“That’s what I do.” Peter found him- 
self telling about the camels on the honey- 
colored rug. “Three kings . . .” 

Aunt Jean nodded, “Do you know,” she 
said, and Peter thought she was a very 
beautiful lady in her blue linen dress, with 
her smooth shining hair and attentive blue 
eyes, “do you know, I have often wondered 
what the animals thought when they first 
saw the Child.” 

“They fell on their knees,” Peter 
elucidated. 

She smiled, “That’s just a legend, isn’t 
it?” 

“Well, Daddy says some people believe 
that they kneel down now on Christmas 
night.” 

“Do you believe it?” 

Little Peter had finished his milk. He 
handed the glass to Aunt Jean. “Thank 
you,” he said. Then, carefully, “They 
might kneel, you know.” 

He tucked his hand in hers as they went 
up the three steps together. He felt that 
he had had a very wonderful visit with 
Aunt Jean in the milk room. And they 
were very well acquainted. It was as if 
he had lived with her all his life. 


HE two days before Christmas were 

tremendously interesting to Little Peter. 

It was a joyful adventure to get up 
early and help feed and water the stock, 
and watch the milking with Uncle Bob’s 
three boys. Their names were Oliver and 
George and Theodore. Little Peter’s 
mother thought that the boys’ names should 
have been different. “Why didn’t you carry 
on the family line?” 

Aunt Jean smiled, “We decided to start 
a new one. We don’t intend that our 
boys shall ever blame their ancestors for 
anything. We want them to think about 
their descendants.” 

“How queer,” said Little Peter’s mother. 

“Well, it does sound queer,” said Aunt 
Jean, “but they have three big names to 
live up to, and they seem to like it.” 

The boys drove a fat little horse into 
town every morning to school. But the 
fat little horse was now having his holiday 
with the rest of them. He went up into 
the woods to help bring back the tree. 
Little Peter rode on his back part of the 
way. His father walked beside them, and 
the snow sparkled, and all the lovely young 
pines seemed like living things as they stood 
tall and straight in the sunshine. Little 
Peter winced when the axe cut into the 
trunk of one of the trees. His father saw 
it and said, “Isn’t it better to die as a 
Christmas tree, than to be blown down in 
a storm and rot on the ground?” 

And later, Peter’s father said to Uncle 
Bob, “That’s the trouble in town Sak 
he has no contact with reality. Out here, 
among all the living things, life and death 
take on their proper proportions. I don’t 
want him to shrink neurotically from the 
thought of pain and poverty and dissolu- 
tion. I want him to accept them as a 
part of things—unafraid.” 

[Turn to page 57] 
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Improving on Nature 















































DIAMON 


ATURE is the big factor in 

determining the quality of a 
Walnut Crop the world over; and 
do you know that “English” Walnuts 
are grown in, and imported to Amer- 
ica from many foreign lands? From 
China, France, Italy, and Chile (none 
from England). 


But within the past decade, Cali- 
fornia’s Walnut industry has sprung 
from almost nothing to the world’s 
largest. 


Now, more than three-fourths the 
“English” Walnuts used in American 
homes are grown in California, be- 
cause discriminating housewives 
have appreciated the improvements 
on nature which only the California 
growers have made. 


Here, mild climate and fertile soil 
assist nature in making conditions 
for growing our fifty million pound 
Walnut Crop almost ideal. 


The 4,074 experts who make 
Walnut growing a highly specialized 
and scientific business years ago 
organized the California Walnut 
Growers Association so that they 
could co-operatively improve on 
nature in a most practical way. 

Their Association, through its staff 
of experts, advises and instructs these 
growers in the selection of the best 

varieties to plant; in the most im- 

proved methods of cultivation, 


T-. 


DIAMOND 


Crackin’ Good Walnuts 


fertilization, pruning, irrigation, and 
harvesting. Thus the growers be- 
come specialists. They produce the 
world’s finest “English” Walnuts. 
They have improved upon nature. 


But this is not enough. Under the 
most ideal growing conditidns, the 
Walnuts harvested are not all good 
ones. So, after harvesting, they must 
be delivered to one of the Associa- 
tion’s 41 huge packing plants where 
a further and great improvement on 
nature occurs. 


Here they are three times hand 
sorted by a corps of highly trained 
women; then they pass through a re- 
markable machine which, by suction, 
pulls out those nuts which look 
good but which contain even parti- 
ally shriveled kernels. Here they are 
also mechanically graded for size and 
cleaned; but they are not ready for 
you yet. 


An expert makes a thorough test 
by cracking hundreds of nuts from 
each shipment, and only those that 
pass our rigid standards are packed as 


DIAMOND Walnuts —California’s 


finest. 





As the price of Diamond Walnuts 
is usually about the same as for other 
Walnuts—surely it’s worth your 
while insisting that the grocer take 
yours from the famous Diamond bag, 
illustrated below. 


CALIFORNIA WALNUT Growers AssoOcIiATION 


A Purely Cooperative, Non-profit Organization of 4,074 Growers 
Our Yearly Production 50,000,000 Pounds 


Dept. A-3. Los ANGELES, CALIFORNIA 





PECIAL OFFER (while they last): The handiest loose 


leaf receipt book ever designed. Includes strong, flexible 


cover, complete set index cards, and 50 blank sheets for your 
favorite receipts. Size 6x8 inches. Lies flat, stays open. 
Would cost $2.00 in any retail store, but you send less than 
actual cost to us only $1.00 to get one prepaid to your 
door. Includes a few of our choicest Walnut receipts but no 


advertising in or on the book. Act now if you want to be 
sure of a copy. Justenclose a $1.00 bill with your request, 


Mor DIAMOND Walnuts about 50,000,000 pounds 
4 a year —are sold in shells. But you can also buy these 
same delicious Walnuts shelled -—— just the kernels alone. 
Selected halves for table use and fancy dishes in glass jars; 
halves for topping mixed with pieces for filler and salads in 
tins. Both **Vacuum Packed” so they come to you with 
the incomparable DIAMOND flavor and freshness intact, 
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Pancake Flour 









Make this test yourself 


Pour a little Pillsbury's Pan 





cake Flour into your hand 

N , 

sNote the creamy-white color, 

+ 4 

due to Pillsbury'’s high-grade 

flours. Rub it with your 

finger — see how smooth it is 
its fine velvety texture. Now 

you know why Pillsbury's 

makes such perfect pancakes. 


One of the family- 


“The Six Minute Breakfast 


Tempting, golden-brown pancakes while the coffee steeps ... 
with Pillsbury’s Pancake Flour. O|First put on your pan or 
griddle. While it heats, add water or milk to Pillsbury’s 
Pancake Flour... and your batter’s done. Grease your hot 
pansa bit, and pour it in. G Nothing less than the highest- 
grade ingredients can pass the rigid Pillsbury require- 
ments. These are mixed and sifted to powder-fineness to give 
you perfect, digestible pancakes. G| Water or milk transforms 
Pillsbury’s Pancake Flour to a creamy batter; then baking 
on a piping hot griddle turns it into fluffy pancakes with a 
real wheat flavor that brings back to memory the fragrant de- 
liciousness you remember as the pancakes of your childhood. 


ust a post card request will bring “Better Pancakes and How 
to Make Them’”’ a little book of helpful hints and handy recipes 


PILLSBURY FLOUR MILLS COMPANY, MINNEAPOLIS, U. S. A. 


Pillsbury’s Family of Foods: 


Pillsbury’s Best Flour Pancake Flour Buckwheat Pancake Flour 
Health Bran Wheat Cereal Rye Flour Graham Flour Farina 
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Getting ready for Christmas, Little Peter 
found, in his Aunt Jean’s kitchen, was a 
great event. One didn’t just telephone to 
the butcher and baker and confectioner and 
have things quite magically brought to one’s 
back door. Aunt Jean and her Swedish 
maid, Olga, baked the bread and baked the 
cakes, and baked the pies: and the turnips 
and potatoes and onions were brought up 
from bins in the cellar, and the pickled 
peaches and jellies and mince-meat came 
down from the shelves of Aunt Mary’s 


pantry. And the turkey! But that was the 
tragedy! The turkey came right out of a 
beautiful flock, all shining bronze, that 


Peter had seen in the sunshine! And Peter 
had to be consoled! Peter sat in the kitchen, 
and watched Aunt Jean make the mince 
pies. He thought the coal range much 
nicer than the gas range at home. The 
fire glowed in it, and it gave out warmth, 
and its great ovens baked loaves and loaves 
and loaves of the loveliest bread. 

He liked the way, too, that Aunt Jean 
and Olga served the meals. They had two 
courses, and there were great dishes of 
potatoes, and great bowls of gravy, and 
great platters of meat and every- 
thing was on the table at once except the 
dessert. And Uncle Bob said grace, and the 
grace that Uncle Bob said was this: “Oh, 
Lord, make us strong men and good men, 
and strong women and good women. For 
Christ’s sake, Amen.” And he said this 
three times a day. 

It seemed to little Peter that one just 
had to be strong and good when one heard 
things like that three times a day in Uncle 
Bob’s hearty voice. 

He talked it over with his father. “Why 
don’t you say it at our house?” 

“Your mother likes the one I say better.” 

Little Peter was polite. “Oh, well, of 
course. Yours is nice but Uncle 
Bob's sticks in your mind.” There was one 
thing that Big Peter had promised. They 
were to go out to the barn at midnight on 
Christmas Eve. There was a chance, little 
Peter had said, that the animals might 
kneel. 

“You mustn’t be disappointed if they 
don’t,” his father had told him. 

“Well, I won't. It’s just a legend,” said 
little Peter, quoting Aunt Jean, “but then, 
you know, Daddy they might.” 


ETER found that while Aunt Jean was 

a very busy woman, she was not busy 

in the way that his mother was. She al- 
ways seemed to find time for her boys and 
for Uncle Bob. When they came in, she 
would drift to the fire and the chintz chair, 
and sit there while they told her the news, 
or asked her opinion, or relieved their 
minds of some burden of thought. And 
at night she sat by the fire and knitted 
while the boys read aloud, or Uncle Bob 
told them all of his day’s work. 

“She reminds me,” said Big Peter, 
my mother.” 

“She reminds me,” said Lucia, with un- 
expected spite, “of a tranquil cow!” 

“There are worse things,” said Big Peter, 
“than a tranquil cow,” and tried to laugh 
it off. 

But he couldn’t quite, and Lucia couldn’t 
laugh either. And for a long time they 
were silent, and at last she said, “I don’t 
know what is the matter with me to say a 
thing like that.” 

But the thing that was the matter with 
Lucia was jealousy, although she didn’t 
know it—jealousy, green-eyed, jaundiced. 

And she was jealous of Aunt Jean! At 
first she hadn’t been. She had felt superior. 
And self-satisfied. She knew that she was 
prettier than Aunt Jean. And better 
dressed. And her house was well-ordered. 
And Little Peter’s manners were so perfect. 
And for the first few hours after she ar- 
rived, she had quite wanted to patronize 
Aunt Jean, and to tell her how to do 
things; how to run her house like clock- 
work, and how to teach Old Olga to wait 
on the table, and how to manage Uncle 
Bob so he wouldn't say that odd grace. 
And she had felt that all that food on the 
table at once was a mistake. People didn’t 
eat that way any more. Not so heartily 
and heavily. There could be less in- 
formality, more exquisiteness; Jean was 
catrying simplicity to excess. 

But after two days of it, Lucia began 
to feel that perhaps Jean was wiser than 
she had seemed. For Aunt Jean was like 
a sun around which her small world re- 


“ 


of 


volved. Her boys adored her. Her hus- 
band adored her. Bob never came in from 
his rounds without shouting, “Where's 


Jeanie?” asl greeting her as if they had 
been parte? for ages. His eyes shone for 
her. He wus her comrade, her lover. 

As for her boys. To see them at her 
feet while she knitted—young Ted’s rough 
head against her knee, the light in Oliver’s 
glance as it met hers, the affectionate as- 
surance with which young George. de- 
manded her opinion and got it—was to see 
a queen in her own domain. And Lucia 
was not a queen. She was rather dictator. 
Big Peter and Little Peter did what she 
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[Continued from page 54] 


wanted them to do. But they did it list- 
lessly. At times they seemed to draw away 
from her. More and more they talked to- 
gether, shut her out. As for her com- 
petency, didn’t it consist merely in making 
up lists, and ordering other people to do 
things? She had expert maids, and an 
expert modiste. She couldn’t make a dress. 
She couldn't cook a meal. She couldn't 


sweep a room or keep a set of books. And 
Jean could do all of these things. 
But that didn’t so much matter. The 


thing that mattered was that Jean was the 
sun who lighed her own small world. Lucia 
envied her that. Of course being a sun in 
a city apartment presented some difficulties. 
She wondered what Jean would do if she 
lived in town. She made up her mind to 
ask her 


T was the night before Christmas. The 
tree was set up in the living-room, and 
there was the thick, spicy smell of it 

which Little Peter loved. And late in the 
afternoon, Little Peter and his cousins had 
popped corn while the snow came down 
outside, and they had strung it into chains, 
and while they had strung the chains they 
had talked about names. 

His cousins’ names had always seemed 
to Little Peter to be quite curious and 
satisfying. He felt that it must be very 
interesting to know that you were Oliver- 
Cromwell Blake, and George-Washington 
Blake, and Theodore-Roosevelt Blake. 

“I am just Peter,” he said, “like my 
father and grandfather.” 

“No,” said Aunty Jean, who was knit- 
ting in her chintz chair. “You are Peter not 
only like your father and grandfather, but 
you are like Peter the Rock.” 

“Who was he, Aunt Jean?” 

“Read about him, Oliver.” 

So Oliver read from a big shabby book, 
“Thou art Peter, and upon this rock I 
will build my church; and the gates of 
hell shall not prevail against it!’” 

And Peter, listening, felt tremendously 
thrilled. Not that he quite understood. But 
he understood enough to know that Peter 
of the Rock must be rather splendid to be 
named for—more splendid even than Crom- 
well or Washington or Roosevelt. 

Then Lucia, who was sitting back in 
the shadows said, “Jean, I don’t see how 
you do it.” 

“Do what?” 

“Make yourself one of them.” 

“It is easy enough,” said Aunt Jean, 
you take time for it.” 

Lucia wanted to say, “How can one 
take time in a city apartment?” But just 
then Uncle Bob came in, and Big Peter, and 
Uncle Bob had to have his supper at once. 
He was called out on a case, and Big 
Peter was going with him. “It is an opera- 
tion and he can help me a lot. Up there 
in the hills it is hard to get anyone.” 

They had a hearty supper, and after 
supper, while little Peter was feeding the 
cats in the pump-room, his father appeared 
in the doorway. He had on a fur coat, 
and a fur cap, and he looked like a bear. 
“I’m sorry, old chap,” he said, “I may not 
get back in time to go to the barn.” 

Little Peter straightened up, “Well, of 
course, if you can’t, you can’t.” 

“That’s the way to take it. 
if possible.” 

Little Peter went out and watched his 
father and Uncle Bob drive away. They 
were in a high-powered car which had bee: 
Big Peter’s Christmas present to his brother. 
“One fee paid for it,” he had said when 
Bob had protested, “I kept a millionaire 
from going blind.” 

“Great stuff,” said Bob. 

“But you don’t envy me?” 

Bob had shaken his head. “Each man 
to his own job; I am used to this.” 

The old dog Casar was curled up under 
a rug on the back seat as they drove away. 
He was getting very old, and it was a 
cold night, but he always howled when he 
was left behind. 

After the men were gone, Aunt Jean 
and little Peter’s mother turned the young 
people out of the living-room, and trimmed 
the tree. And little Peter and his cousins 
went into the kitchen to make candy. It 
was really a most entrancing occupation. 
On the glowing range was a great saucepan 
full of molasses and sugar and butter. It 
boiled and bubbled and the whole place 
was soon filled with the satisfying fragrance. 
And there were big white platters with nut- 
meats on them. And you poured some of 
the taffy over the nut-meats, and some of 
it you pulled. And it was while little 
Peter and his cousins pulled the taffy, that 
Lucia, tying a pink angel to the top of 
the tree, looked down at Jean and said, 
“If you lived in an apartment, what would 
you do?” 

Jean looked up at her and laughed. 
move.” 

“T don’t mean that. What would you 
do about living? I’ve been watching you 
and the boys and Bob. You are the center 
of their world. And I am not the center 
of mine.” 
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“Well, it is this way,” said Jean. “Bob 
and the boys are so interesting to me that 
nothing else counts.” 

“Do you mean that you like it so 
much ?” 

“Yes. They are full of the wine of life. 
When I am with them I seem to drink 
of it.” 

Lucia argued, “If you lived in the city 
you'd have to do as the Romans do.” 

“There would be a difference, of course,” 
Jean admitted, “but the main thing is to 
get the right attitude of mind. Bob and 
the boys are my most gorgeous adventure. 
And they know it. So they open the gates 
of their dreams, and off we go together!” 

Lucia looked down from the step-ladder. 
“Little Peter has shut the gate of his dreams 
and locked me out.” 

“The key is in your own heart, Lucia,” 
Jean said. “When your two Peters be 
come the most important thing in the wor d 
to you, you'll become the most important 
thing to them.” 

Then after a moment, she added, “I 
always think of my boys as potential 
leaders of men. I want them to be that 
I think they will be.” 

Lucia came down from the step-ladder 
“Tt is Peter’s bedtime.” She laid her hand 
on Jean's shoulder. “Do you know what 
you are a most inspiring person?” 

Jean reached up and patted the slender 
hand. “I know that you are a most 
beautiful one.” 

“Oh, beauty,” said Lucia, “half of it is 
my clothes!” 


ITTLE PETER went to bed, but not to 
sleep. It was a tall bed with four 
posts, and a blue and white counter- 

pane with a fringe. It had stopped snow- 
ing, and the open window made a square 
of clear blue light. The door which led 
to his mother’s room was a golden space 
in which he could see her moving back and 
forth. Her hair was braided and wound 
around her head, and she wore the warm, 
thick white pussy-cat robe. Peter liked the 
pussy-cat robe, and so did his father. It 
had white fur at the neck and wrists. He 
heard his mother open her own window, 
then he came to the door. “Sleep, Peter?” 

“No.” 

She bent above the bed. “I kissed you 
once, didn’t I? Well, I'll kiss you twice, 
and three times, and then you must shut 
your eyes.” 

She knelt with her arms around him. 
‘And when you wake it will be Christmas 
morning.” Peter knew that he would 
wake long before that. He was going out 
to the barn to see what the animals wouid 
do at midnight. If Daddy came so much 
the better. But he wasn’t going to lose 
this chance to see whether the cows and 
the horses, and the old sheep who churned 
the butter would kneel. 

For one moment he was tempted to ask 
his mother to go with him. But he knew 
what she would say, “How silly—to think 
that the animals would.” And that would 
spoil it. 

He slept before he knew it, and waked 
with a start. He wondered if it were mid- 
night, and even while he wondered, he 
heard the grandfather’s clock in the lower 
hall strike with a jangle of chimes—eleven. 
He lay, then, waiting, until another brief 
jangle marked the quarter after. He 
climbed out of bed, gathered up his clothes, 
and in his bare feet descended the stairs, 
and made his way to the living-room. 

It was all shadowy with the glow of the 
dim lamp and of the deep-hearted coals. 
The cats were curled up in a warm heap 
on the rug, the room was deliciously cozy 
after the keen air upstairs. He sat on the 
rug among the little cats, and donned his 
stockings hastily, his shoes and underclothes, 
his knickers and jacket. Then he pulled 
over all, his thick sweater, and covered his 
ears with his knitted cap. He found a 
pencil, and wrote a note which he propped 
up against the lamp: 


Dear Dappy: I’ve gone to the barn. I thought 
I'd better not wait. I hope you will come. 
Peter. 


He felt very daring as he opened the 
door and went out into the night. The 
sky was powdered with stars; it seemed 
very high and different from the sky in the 
city which was always blurred by the 
electric lights. 

Young Brutus, the watch dog, came out 
of his kennel, and trotted over the frozen 
snow ahead of Pcter. He made no sound, 
and in the clear dark he looked long and 
lean, like a wolf. But little Peter was not 
afraid of him. He was, indeed, glad of his 
company. The barn was lighted by a 
single lantern. Back among the shadows 
were the cows, comfortable on beds of 
straw. The old butter-sheep and a blind 
mare had open stalls to themselves. Beyond 
them were the strong work horses, and the 
lighter span which the doctor drove now 
and then. Tessie, the barn cat, came down 
to investigate the invasion. Peter sat on 

[Tur to page 59) 








for growing bodies 











Childhood days. Restless 
days. Days of active bodies 
and keen appetites. 

Keep them in trim fortheirplay- 
world. Serve healthful foods, yet 
foods they like. For instance, 
Pineapple Sauce (Crushed Ha- 
waiian Pineapple just as it comes 
from the can). 

Hundreds of otherways to serve 
Crushed Hawaiian Pineapple, 
too. For instance, those below. 

Ask your grocer for Crushed 
Hawaiian Pineapple—today! 


*\ CANNED 


’ ready to 





(Clip and paste in your recipe book) 


Pingarr ce ORANGE Cup: Cut 3 large or-| 
anges in halves and remove pulp. Cut edges in- 
to saw teeth, Peel and dice 1 large banana. Mix | 
banana, orange pulp cutin pieces and 1 cup 

| Crushed Hawaiian Pineapple. Heap in orange | 


cups. 
— EGG NoG: Beat the yolk of | 
egg slightly, add '4 salt, 4 tablesy 
| powaerea sugar and |4 cup of syrup drained | 
rom Crushed Hawaiian Pineapple. Mix in ', 
J of the stifiy beaten egg white and heap re | 
mainder of white on top. 

CALIFORNIA SALAD: Soak 2 tablespoons | 
gelatine in % cup cold water. Add I cup syrup 
drained from Crushed Hawaiian Pineapple to 

[s4cup bot water. Bring to the boiling polataed | 
guns gelatine, stirring until dissolved. Add K| 
cup sugar, { teaspoon salt and the juice of 1 
lemon and cool. Add 3 oranges cut in pieces 
andi cup drained Crushed Hawaiian Pine 
| 22 Plc. Pour into mold. When firm serve with | 

mayonnaise. 

Pingarece PANCAKES: Mix and sift soups | 

I sour, Y, teaspoon salt, and 4 teaspoons baking 
powder, Add 1 beaten egg mixed with 14% cups 

| mitk, 1 cup Crushed Hawaiian Pineapple and 

| I tablespoon meited fat. Bake on a hot greased | 
griddle. 

PINEAPPLEADE: Mix 1 cup water and ¥| 
cup sugar, boil 10 minutes and chill. Add 3 cups 
ice water, 2 cups of the syrup drained nen 
Crusb-d Hawaiian Pineapple znd), cup lemon 


juice. 





Dept. 71, Ass’n of Hawaiian Pineapple Canners 
451 Montgomery Street, San Francisco, California 

Please send me, free of charge, your new book, 
“Ninety-nine Tempting Pineapple Treats.’ 


Name — 
Address 


City Sia 
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CIENCE has recently made 
some very remarkable dis- 
coveries about the important 
health value of plain, edible gel- 
atine in the daily diet. 

Tests extending over a period of 
years clearly prove that it has a 
most effective colloidal action in 
softening and emulsifying other 
foods in the stomach—which 
means that dishes prepared 
with Knox Sparkling Gelatine— 
the purest form of plain, edible 
gelatine—are a positive aid in 
the digestion of other foods. 
This is of great importance to 
those troubled with indigestion. 


To Make Children Sturdy 


Sherman, the noted authority 
on nutrition, in his book, “Chem- 
istry of Food and Nutrition,” 
shows that plain, edible gelatine 
is rich in Lysine, nature's 
growth-premoting element. 
Knox Sparkling Gelatine is there- 
fore highly beneficial in the diet 
of children, and especially so for 
children who do not properly 
respond to nourishment. This 
is of particular interest to 
mothers who want their chil- 
dren to grow rosy-cheeked and 


sturdy. 
In the Diet of 
Invalids and Convalescents 

These discoveries about gelatine 
are of incalculable value in the 
diet of invalids and convales- 
cents, not only because of the 
health-giving properties of the 
gelatine itself, but because, as a 
purveyor of milk, eggs, fruit 
juices, vegetables, and other 
wholesome foods, it adds variety 
and palatability to what would 
otherwise be a monotonous diet. 


When it is remembered that the almost 
endless dishes easily prepared with 


KNOX 


SPARKLING 


GELATINE 


are so good that the mere sight of them 
tempts the appetite, these scientific dis- 
coveries become of the utmost impor- 
tance to everyone, not only for their 
value in regulating the ordinary diet, 
but in infant feeding, indigestion, acid 
stomach, malnutrition, and a host of 
other disorders. 


FREE—To Every Reader 


A digest of the Scientific Investigation on 
the Health Value of Knox Gelatine together 
with Mrs. Knox's recipe books, “Dainty 
Desserts” and “Food Economy,” will be 
mailed free upon receipt of grocers name 
and 4c for postage. Address 


Health Dept., 
Charles B. Knox Gelatine Co., Inc. 
108 Knox Avenue Johnstown, N. Y. 
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Brown Bread or White? 


No Matter Which We Choose, We Need 
the Protective Foods Too—Milk and Leaves 


By E. V. McCollum and Nina Simmonds 


School of Hygiene and Public Health, Johns Hopkins University 


E ARE often asked whether it 
would not be better for the health 
of the nation if we ate bread 


made from whole wheat flour 
rather than bread made from the refined 
white flour, commonly spoken of as “bolt- 
ed.” Since we are taking about forty per 
cent, of our total energy supply in the form 
of cereal products, especially wheat flour, 
no arguments are needed to prove that the 
better the quality of the bread of the na- 
tion the better will be its state of nutrition. 

The problem concerning the kind of 
bread we should eat is more complicated 
than at first thought it would seem to be, 
and there are several things which we 
must take into account 

At the outset it should be stated frankly 
that whole wheat is a better food than 
white flour It has proteins of better 
quality and its mineral content more nearly 
meets the physiological needs of the body 
than does that of the refined flours. The 
vitamins A and B—the only ones which 
any flour made from the wheat kernel 
contains—are found in much greater 
amounts in the entire grain or flour con- 
taining all parts of the grain, than in the 
white, highly milled products. How then 
can we justify the use of refined flour in 
bread-making ? 

There is an economic reason for this. 
Our grain-growing regions are all far re- 
moved from the great centers of popula- 
tion Our great milk-producing regions 
are also in or adjacent to the section where 
wheat is produced in greatest amount. So 
there has been established in the upper 
Mississippi valley a reciprocal relation be- 
tween the feeding of dairy cattle and the 
milling of wheat flour for human food 
The bran and other by-products of the 
milling industry are sold to farmers for 
stock food and the flour is shipped to the 
different markets 

The advantage to the manufacturer of 
milling wheat near its place of production 
where he can sell the by-products to far- 
mers living near enough to make delivery 
inexpensive is apparent. If he manu- 
factured his flour in the eastern states it 
would be necessary to pay freight on the 
bran twice, since the market for cattle feeds 
is principally in the middle west 

Then, too, the flour which is used for 
breadmaking must have high keeping 
qualities since a period of several months 
not infrequently elapses between the mill- 
ing of the flour and the baking of bread 
a thousand miles away. Whole wheat flour 
does not keep very well. It was entirely 
satisfactory fifty years ago when each 
neighborhood had its mill, and the flour 
or meal was made into bread within two 
weeks Now it is 
often months before 
the flour is used. The 
marketing of whole 
wheat flour involves 
commercial hazard for 
it soon becomes 
rancid 

It will always be 
difficult and expen- 
sive to sell whole 
wheat flour except 
under exceptional 
conditions. In 
Bridgeport, Connec- 
ticut, for example, a 
very effective cam- 
paign has been con- 
ducted for years for 
the improvement of 





the teeth of children and one of the rec 
ommendations kept constantly before the 
people is the desirability of using whole 
wheat bread. This has made possible the 
prosperity of a local mill to supply the 
special market for this type of flour. 

During recent years many persons have 
adopted the practice of eating bran as 
an aid to elimination, and millions of doses 
of cathartics are swallowed daily by the 
American people. The failure of the in- 
testinal tract to function properly has 
been attributed to the over-use of highly 
refined foods. Doubtless this is true to a 
considerable extent but we may well ask, 
in the light of the researches in nutrition 
during recent years; whether eating whole 
wheat or white flour and bran are the best 
ways to correct defects in the diet. 


T is not clear why anyone ever insisted 
on the use of bran for the correction of 
faulty elimination merely because it is 

indigestible. Bran is coarse, harsh, indiges- 
tible and bulky. It must be somewhat 
irritating to the delicate membranes lining 
the digestive tract. There is every reason 
to believe that even better results could be 
secured by the use of liberal amounts of 
leafy vegetables such as lettuce, spinach, 
cabbage, kale, endive, brussels sprouts, 
collards, turnip tops and beet tops. These 
leave a considerable amount of indigestible 
residue, and of a nature which holds much 
water, and so favor intestinal peristalsis. 

Moreover, these vegetables have dietary 
properties to recommend them entirely 
apart from their being effective substitutes 
for bran in keeping the intestine in an 
hygienic condition. 

To obtain a highly satisfactory diet 
which will prevent faulty development in 
children and early loss of vitality and 
health in the adult, we should take larger 
quantities of the protective foods—milk 
and other dairy products and the leafy 
vegetables. These insure that the defects 
of the white-bread-meat-potato-and-sugar 
type of diet will be corrected. If we take 
a sufficient amount of each of these and 
in addition insure a consumption every 
day of a certain amount of raw vegetables, 
we shall have an excellent dict even if we 
use bread made from refined flour. The 
raw vegetable food can best be provided 
in the daily menu by serving a salad twice 
each day. This will contain frequently 
raw cabbage, raw celery, lettuce, tomatoes 
and raw fruits of any kind which is in 
season. All these possess unique dietary 
properties. Reason and experience, as well 
as the dentists, tell us that we should eat 
hard foods which give abundant exercise 
to the teeth so as to keep up a good blood 
supply in the root 
structures and in the 
attaching tissues. Ex- 
perience and obser- 
vation have taught 
scientists that vigor- 
ous use of the teeih 
tends to preserve 
them from decay and 
strengthens the sup- 
porting bony struc- 
tures of the jaws. 
Yet we instinctively 
turn to soft foods 
which do not require 
much chewing. This 
is one reason our 
teeth are prone to 
decay early in life, 
and so extensively. 
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HEY are easily and quickly 

made anda delicious ending 
to the hearty Christmas dinner. 
Other SPECIAL recipes for 
Christmas Desserts and Candies 
will be serit upon request. 


Chocolate Plum Pudding 


1 envelope Knox Sparkling Gelatine 

lcup cold water l cup seeded raisins 

1 pint milk 54 cup dates 

l cup sugar ‘os cup nuts 
14e squares chocolate 44 cup currants 
‘2 teaspoonful vanilla 3 egg whites salt 
Soften gelatine in cold water 10 min- 
utes. Melt chocolate with part of the 
sugar; add a little milk, making a 
smooth paste. Put milk in double boil- 
er. When hot, add melted chocolate, 
sugar, salt and soaked gelatine. Re- 
move from fire; when mixture begins 
to thicken, add vanilla, fruit and nut 
meats, chopped, and lastly fold in beat- 
en egg whites. Turn into wet mold 
decorated with whole nut meats and 
raisins. Chill. Remove to serving dish 
and garnish with helly. Serve with 
whipped cream, sweetened and fla- 
vored with vanilla, or with a currant 
jelly sauce. 
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HIS Knox Gelatine Candy, 

placed in an attractive box, 
tied with the Christmas colors 
and decorated with a bit of holly 
makes a most acceptable gift for 
your friends. 


Christmas Candy Supreme 
1 level tablespoon Knox Sparkling Gelatine 
2 squares chocolate 

3 cups sugar le cup Sultana raisins 
leup sourcream 4¢ cup candied cherries 
4 cup chopped English walnut meats 

\%4 teaspoonful cinnamon Pinch salt 
Soak gelatine in 2 tablespoons cold 
water 10 minutes. Melt chocolate in 
saucepan placed in larger saucepan 
containing boiling water. Add sugar 
and sour cream alternately while stir- 
ring constantly. Bring to boiling point 
and let boil until mixture forms a soft 
ball when tried in cold water. Remove 
from fire, add gelatine, and when dis- 
solved, add cinnamon, raisins, cherries 
(cut small) and nut meats, When 
partially cool, beat until creamy and 
turn into buttered tins, having mixture 
about 14 inches deep. Cool, remove 
from pan; cut in slices for serving. 
Note: If sour cream is not available, use 1 
cup of milk and ‘be tablespoonful butter. 


Recipe Books Free 
Our books, “Dainty Desserts” and 
“Food Economy,” will be sent for your 
grocer’s name and 4c in postage. 
Charles B. Knox Gelatine Co., Inc. 
108 Knox Avenue Johnstown, N. Y. 
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INFANTILE 
PARALYSIS 


On Tip-Toes 6 Years 


Photos and father’s letter show 
what McLain Sanitarium did for 
ll-year-old Wanda Pawlak: 
Infantile Paralysis caused our 
ughter, Wand, to walk on 
her toes. McLain Sanitarium 
corrected her defor:nity. She 
now walks with heels and 
bottom of feet flat on the 
floor. € are more than 
pleased with the result of 
her treatment and cheerfully 
recommend McLain’s to all 
cripples. 

STANLEY FAWLAK, 
R. 7, Box 39, Cadiz, Ohio. 
Write to Mr. Pawlak, 
or direct to McLain Sanitarium. 


For Crippled Children 


Parents of crippled children should 
know about McLain Sanitarium, 
athoroughly eq ~ private in- 
stitution devot exclusively to 
the treatment of Ciub Feet, In- 
fantile Paralysis, Spinal Diseases and 
formities, Diseasesof the Joints, Wry Neck, 
etc., especially in children and young 
adults. Write for these FREE Books: 

*“Deformities and Paralysis” and ° “Book 
of References.” 


McLAIN y~—~seiemees SAN py 
Aubert A St. Louis, Mo. 


















































ASTHMA 


The assurance of comfortable repose 
appeals to every sufferer from asthma. 

The popularity of Vapo-Cresolene is 
due to— 

Continuous treatment while the pa- 
tient enjoys undisturbed rest. 

Avoidance of internal medication. 

Prompt relief. Unquestionable merit. 
“Used 

While 

You 

Sleep” 
3 2) The household remedy for bronchial troubles 

Sold by druggists 
Send for descriptive booklet 14B 


THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO. 


we the my Street, New York 
> or Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada 

















AGENTS: $42 ; a Week 


New hosiery proposition § for men, women PX ameren. 
All styles, colors and f: 
incl; ‘the finest line of 8 ofaiik t boos, 








you a steady income. 
You can sell for less than store prices. 


‘© Thomas Migs “one Dayton, Ohio. 








FOR YOU 


Could you use an extra $10.00 now? 
Of course you could. Perhaps you 
would choose a new hat or new 
shoes, possibly you would spend it 
in buying Christmas gifts, it may 
be that it would come in handy to 


meet some household expense. | 
There are plenty of uses for the | 
money. 


You may have an extra $10.00 this 
month, if you wish. McCall's 
Magazine will give you $10.00 for | 
just a little of your spare time used 
in taking care of new and renewal 
subscriptions. 


This is just the plan you have been 
looking fer—no experience or 
investment is required—so send at 
once for full details and get this 
extra $10.00 for yourself. 


Mail This $10 Coupon 

S222 ee SS SSS SSS Se Se ee eee eee 

| Dept. 12F, McCall’s Magazine | 
250 West 37th St., New York 





Please tell me how I can get an 
extra $10.00. 


Your 


Post Office 
Me ee ee oe Se . 4% 
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The Tranquil Beasts 


[Continued from page 57] 


a feed box and took her in his lap and 
waited. It seemed wonderful to sit there 
in the company of all these living creatures 
—and to know that there were pigeons up 
among the rafters, and Tessie’s kittens in 


the loft. There was a round barn clock, 
and it showed a quarter of twelve. Peter 
felt a tingling sense of excitement. Some- 


thing must, he felt, in a moment, happen. 

And now young Brutus was on his feet 
—stiff and suspicious—his eyes on the side 
docr by which Peter had entered. The 
door opened. And Peter saw a woman 
coming in. She wore a long blue cloak 
and carried a lantern. There was a scarf 
over her head which hid her face. 

Peter knew at once why she had come. 
She was tired and there was no 
room for her at the inn. . . . 

He rose to his feet, and stood for a 
moment uncertain, then sent a breathless 
little cry across the intervening space. 
“Mary!” 

Lucia had waked to find Peter gone. 
She had slipped into the pussy-cat robe 
and had sought him downstairs. She 
had found the note propped against the 
lamp. She had dressed hurriedly. The 
blue cloak and scarf she had borrowed from 
the hall rack. They belonged to Jean, and 
fell about her own slender figure in volu- 
minous folds. 

She had lighted a lantern, and made her 
way to the barn. And now she was saying, 
her own breath quick, “It is Mother, darl- 
ing,” and Peter with dreams still in his 
eyes was stammering, “Why, I didn’t know 
you!” 

“Why did you come, Peter?” 

“Well, I thought they might kneel—the 
animals, you know.” 

“Oh, at midnight ?” 

“Yes.” 


She glanced up at the clock, “Five 
minutes.” 

He was anxious. “May I stay?” 

“Yes. Shall we sit here?” The feed- 


box was wide enough for both of them. 
She put her arm about Peter, and he leaned 
against her. The blue cloak enfolded them; 
the lantern held them close in its circle of 
light. 

In the moments that followed, the 
silence seemed to Lucia to flow up and 
around them in warm and shining waves. 
She was aware of all the living things so 
near them in the dark. Shut away here 
from the clamor of her own quick and 
changing world, she seemed to share some- 
thing with these dumb and tranquil beasts. 

Tranquillity! Was it that she had 
missed? Would Little Peter and Big Peter 
draw close if she shut them into a world 
of her own where peace reigned? And 
could they shut her out, if she shut them 
in? 

Little Peter’s breathless cry had moved 
her strangely. He had linked her by his 
vivid imagination to that other Mother; 
had bridged two thousand years and 
brought her close to that serene and 
graciéus presence. 

“Mother, it’s twelve!” Little Peter’s 
hand clutched her arm. “It’s twelve!” 

The old clock ticked a round of sixty 
seconds, another round. Little Peter was 
on his feet, his eager eyes sweeping the 
shadows, where the dark outlines loomed, 
unmoving and unchanged. 

At last he drew a long, quivering breath. 
“Oh, they didn’t do it, Mother.” 

She felt she must not fail him. “Darl- 
ing,” she said, “perhaps they knelt—in their 
hearts.” 

Far back in his eyes there dawned a 
light—the light which had shone hitherto 
only for Big Peter. His warm hand went 
into hers. He gave a contented little 
laugh. “Oh, well, it was wonderful to come, 
wasn’t it?” 

It was more wonderful than he knew! 


ND now across the small-paned win- 
dows swept the streaming gold of 
motor lamps, there was the purr of 

the engine. Silence. Then the great door 
slid back, and Big Peter peered in. “Who's 
here ?” 

Little Peter gave a great shout and fell 


upon him. “It’s Mother, Daddy, and me.” 
“Lucia ?” 
She came forward. “Yes. Where’s 
Bob.” 


“He stayed all night.” Big Peter’s voice 
trailed away. He stood staring. Lucia in 
that blue cloak . . among the golden 
shadows. Why the thing was like an old 
painting. “Do you know,” he asked 
abruptly, “that you make me think of the 
Madonna ?” 

“Little Peter saw it, too,” she said. She 
laid her hand on his arm, looking up at 
him. “When I came in he called me 
Mary.” 

He was at once aware that she was 
deeply moved. His own heart-beats quick- 
ened. His arm went around her. “All 
mothers are Marys, my darling.” She 
leaned her head against him, loving his 
tenderness. With the child they stood in 
the circle of light made by the lantern. 

And it was Christmas morning! 

















HERE’So gift like a watch, 
nothing used so much, consulted 
so often, carried so long. 

The Ingersoll you give now will be 
ticking Christmas Greetings every day 
throughout the year. 

NEW IMPROVED YANKEE 


The ideal watch for the every -day 
American. (HH ith Rediolite dial, $3.00) 


$2.00 


MIDGET 

For women, girls and small boys. $3 
(With Radiolite dial, $4.25) 50 

JUNIOR 

Small size, thin model The favorite $3 

watch of millions of men and boys. 50 

WRIST RADIOLITE 

The time's in sight, day or night—at * $4 

a glance > .50 

WATERBURY 

A jeweled, 12-size watch that combines 


stamina with style. 
(With Radiolite dial, Ss. 00) 


RELIANCE 
A fine 7-jeweled watch. Thin model, 
A thoroughbred in every detail. m 

Un gold- filled case $10.00. j 


$5.00 


$7.00 
Reliable Watches at Low Prices 
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Stop Wondering How I Teach Piano 
Pll Show You, FREE! 


Year after year you've seen my advertisement in all the leading 
publications, offering to teach you piano in quarter the usual 
time. Year after year my school has grown and grown until now 
I have far more students than were ever before taught by one 
man. In 1922 over two thousand students graduated from my 
Piano or Organ course and received their diplomas. 


Yet when I first started giving piano and organ lessons by 
mail in 1891 my method was laughed at. Could my conservatory 
have grown as it has, obtained students in every State of the 
Union, and in fact, practically every civilized country of the 
world, unless it produced very unusual and satisfying RESULTS 
for its students? See for yourself what it is that has brought 
my method so rapidly to the front. Write for free booklet and 
sample lessons. 


Now, for the first time, you can obtain sample lessons without 
charge. In the past, I have always been opposed to sending 
out free lessons, even to persons who were seriously interested 
in my course. But my friends have insisted that I give every- 
body a chance to see for themselves just how simple, interesting 
and DIFFERENT my lessons are, and I have consented to try the 
experiment for a short time. Simply mail the coupon below 
or write a postcard, and the 64-page booklet and sample lessons 
will go to you at once absolutely free and without obligation. 





Within four lessons you will play an interesting piece 7 
on the piano or organ, not only in the original key, but 
in all other keys as well. Most students practise > 
months before they acquire this ability. It is made 
possible by my patented invention, the Colorotone. ¢ 
Another invention, obtainable only from me is my QUINN 
hand-operated moving picture device, Quinn-dex. By Conservatory 
means of Quinn-dex you actually see my fingers in Studio MC 72 
motion on the piano, and can learn just how to train 4 = na sete 
your own fingers. ry “eaaet tn. ene. 
When I say that I can teach you piano in Please send me, without 
arter the usual time, do not think that 4 cost or obligation, = 
this is too good to be true. Modern inven- free booklet, ‘‘How to Learn 
i d hods f Piano or Organ,’’ free sample 
tions and improved methods have accom- lessons, and full particulars of 
lished just as great wonders in other your method 
ranches of education. You at least 7 


owe it to yourself to investigate. Name 
Send coupon or postcard at once, ¢ . 
before the offer of free sample 7 Address 


lessons is withdrawn. 
é see . eee eee ere eee eee eeseeee 
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practical 


Round Deep Pudding 
or Meat Pie Dish 


General purpose Dish 
Au Gratin” Design 


Oblong Baking or 
Pudding Dis 


Biscuit and Cookie Baker 
Cia lich melliia meri 


General Utility Dish 


occasions 


O gift has more charm or as 

much practical, pleasurable use 
—every meal, every day—than an 
outfit of beautiful 


PYREX 


Transparent Ovenware 





Your nearest housewares dealer has 
Pyrex dishes for every possible purpose. 
No Home Can Have Too Much Pyrex. 


Pyrex Sales Division 
CorNING GLASs Works, CORNING, N.Y. 














W orid’s Largest Makers of Oven Glassware 


comments could be taken in at least two 
ways. Finally, when her naughty maids 
were tittering behind their hands and 
Hakon the Quiet was making angry gur- 
glings in his throat, Elan put a fair, arrest- 
ing hand into the very middle of one of 
Sigurd’s most ornate eulogies on his mighty 
lord. 

“You speak bravely—for a poet,” she 
said in a cold, clear way which she had 
cherished. “What of that jewel which you 
wear—most strangely for a man, except 
that you are a poet—on your own broad 
chest ?” 

She had pointed the eyes of all to a 
chain of gold, beaten and carved and 
twisted in curious wise, set in every link 
with a flaming gem, and ending in a pen- 
dant framing a stone of such dazzling bril- 
liance that it was like fire enclosed through 
magic in a crystal. 

Sigurd’s eyes of flashing blue met her 
eyes of mocking blue most boldly, undis- 
turbed by the insolence of her slurs at his 
station. 

“It is my own,” he said, “a rare jewel, 
lady. It comes from the land of the Moors 
and was ransom for a queen of that part.” 

“It is fairer than all the jewels of Olaf.” 

“Perhaps because you may not have it, 
lady.” 

“I did not ask for it, rude poet!” 

“Yet for the moment did you desire it, 
lady! And only because it was not offered 
you. These treasures,” he kicked with a 
careless toe a fold of rich gold cloth at 
the lady’s feet, “offered in devotion and 
homage, gifts which would most become 
your rare beauty and your womanliness 
had you any—you despise without even 
looking at them. Reckoning only your sel- 
fish desire, you turn your eyes—wondrous 
eyes, lady—to a treasure which is all the 
wealth of a poor minstrel—only, only, I 
repeat, because it has not been proffered 
you—and will not be—this day, because I 
find you most unhappily true to the tales 
1 have heard of you.” 

They say that the great mead hall grew 
amazingly still, that even Hakon, for all his 
later bellowing wrath, became his cognomen 

“Tales?” Elan’s voice quivered help- 
lessly. “What tales can you have heard, 
you—you—you—” 

“Tales first of your fairness,” said Sigurd, 
his own inflection maddening with calm 
surety. “They brought me to your throne, 
O Princess. I could not believe, without 
seeing for myself, that you could be a fair 
woman and at the same time so cruel and 
senseless. But you are truly fair. All my 
words of that were as honest as these, my 
words of scorn. Scorn because you are a 
fair woman and not proud of that but 
proud of things to which you have no 
right, which, had you them really, could not 
be half so wonderful as your estate of 
woman. They tell me that your father 
never fares forth on the sea but you must 
go with him, forgetting that you might bide 
at home and in sweet woman's wisdom 
watch over the happiness of this land and 
bind the hearts of all your people to 
you so. They tell how you will go 
forth boldly into battle, not as a flaming 
symbol of that for which men fight the 
hardest—home and women and children— 
but as a silly hoyden playing with death 
and bloodshed. They tell me that it was 
an axe in your own weak, wobbling hands 
that crippled the king, your father, not an 
axe in the hands of Knut Svendson, as 
reported in the confusion of the strife. You 
were not man enough to say honestly, ‘I 
injured thee, my father, and am ashamed!’ 
But you thought yourself man enough to 
wield a battle-axe; and you let Jarl Knut 
flee for his life, thinking him of little mo- 
ment, after all, whereas his loyalty is worth 
a thousand of your goings into battle.” 

A murmur sounded then in the hall. If 
this last tale were true 

“Will you be gone?” gasped Elan. “Will 
you be gone, vile man, before I—spit on 
you?” 

“A moment, lady, and I will have 
finished. You knew Knut Svendson would 
not betray you, a woman. See how ignobly 
you seize upon your woman’s state for pro- 
tection, yet refuse ever to do it honor in 
repayal. Why—why, that maid, like one 
of those behind you, who fled with her 
lover, Knut, into banishment is three times 
the queen that you will ever be. Yet, how 
Olaf would have loved you, honored you! 
For you are fair! God, how fair you are!” 

The murmur in the hall grew. Still the 
two young things faced each other unin- 
terrupted, the woman oblivious to all but 
herself and the outrageous ambassador, 
who now, more insolently still, softened his 
voice in a form of pity. As he went on 
with his words upon words, he fumbled at 
the pendant on his chain 

“My lady,” he said, “I fear for you. 
Your fairness, your outward seemliness can- 
not be all a lie. The woman in your heart 
but sleepeth. Something tells me it will 
awaken—but in sorrow and despair only. 
In that hour I would not leave you help- 
less. Take then this jewel for a talisman. 
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Ransom for a Queen 


[Continued from page 6) 


When you are in need of help, it will bring 
you, a suppliant, safely to King Olaf.” 

He had snapped the pendant with its 
fiery gem from his chain; but when he 
would have forced it into Elan’s hand, she 
drew back in pride from his touch, and the 
jewel fell to the ground between them. 
Still with his maddening air of pity, the 
singer turned, motioned to his men to 
follow him, and left the hall of Hakon the 
Quiet. The murmur of the jarls and the 
jarls’ sons there assembled was like a wind- 
storm in the forest; but no one lifted his 
hand to stay Sigurd, for the murmur was of 
different origins. 

It was Elan who first spoke in distinct 
words. “Stop him!” she screamed— 
screamed, there is no other word for it. 
Slay him! Why stand you there mumbling 
in your beards, you miserable churls that 
call yourselves men? Are you afraid of 
him—or of Olaf? And here am I—here am 
I—swathed in these damnable absurdities!” 
She gave a vicious, swirling kick to her 
rich robes. “Helpless—for the moment!” 

“Elan! Bethink thyself!” 

The roar was from her father, Hakon 
the Quiet, for Elan was tearing madly 
at the heavy, jeweled clasps of her gown. 

“Then go away!” cried back Elan. “And 
take those chattering apes with thee! Even 
thou, my father, didst sit and swallow his 
insults! Think how he will go back to 
Olaf and make laughter at the banqueting 
over thee and thy daughter!” 

“Laugh, will he? No, by Odin!” roared 
Hakon. “I will choke his laughing out of 
him first. I was but slow in getting up— 
oh, lord!” 

Grotesquely hobbling, leaning on the 
arms of two stout churls, Hakon stumbled 
into the open, followed by his men, some of 
them with hands over their mouths in a 
way to madden Elan further. She was left 
with her whispering maids. They, too, 
shook, most with fear, a few with different 
emotions. Elan sped the last warrior forth 
with spurts of gifted description and whirled 
upon her women. Her scorn of them, if 
possible, was deeper than her revilement 
of the men, who were as the gods had left 
them, whereas the women were only as they 
were meek enough to be. 

“Oh, begone!& she cried at them sud- 
denly. “Out of my*sight, ye purring fools! 
Go—and take this trash with you!” 

They tcll how the women, knowing her 
whims, did take her at her word and with 
a fussing and a murmuring and a pushing, 
for all their half-fearful haste, did clean 
the floor about the throne chairs of treasure 
and depart—one lingering behind—a gentle, 
fair-haired child of fifteen or sixteen sum- 
mers, whose eyes had hung on every velvet 
word of Sigurd the Singer. 

“Lady,” she said—most timidly, “there 
was a pendant—” 

“Was there a pendant?” cried Elan. She 
seized the child by the shoulders and shook 
her as clean of breath as a tree of leaves 
in the winter. “Was there a pendant? 
Dare now to cast in my teeth, kitten eyes! 
That for my favor to thee ? Then, this for 
they impudence !” 

She smacked the peach-blown cheeks 
most cruelly. I cannot excuse Elan. She 
must have been terrible. And the little 
maid went sobbing from the hall—and Elan 
was alone. In no way softened, then, but 
still, not spied upon, she kicked away the 
folds of her gown, which she had swirled 
in a gesture of contempt—and lo, from the 
floor the great diamond in the curiously 
wrought pendant glowed up at her. She 
stooped to take it into her hand—only to 
examine it more closely. She made a hard 
face at it. She spat upon it. Then she 
hid the offensive bauble in the bosom of her 
gown. 


OW, if you think that a sign that in 

her secret heart Elan thought not too 

spitefully of Sigurd the Singer, your 
thoughts have taken the wrong turn. Call 
them back from their roving. 

Of all the parade of old men 
and of young who had come on 
amorous missions to Hakon’s court, none 
Elan detested as she detested Sigurd, and, 
through the sample of his insolent am- 
bassador, the arrogant Olaf. The jewel 
hidden in her bosom was no talisman of 
love, but a crystallized altar flame of 
vengeance vowed. But, since Sigurd had 
no rating save as an appendage of his 
mighty lord, she must strike at him through 
Olaf—and how touch Olaf? Bellow though 
Hakon might—and bellow with wrath he did, 
most loudly when his hampered hobbling 
to his sea strand in his first anger found 
Sigurd’s ship sweeping over the waves—he 
could not war upon Olaf. His jarls would 
not permit it and grumbled in their throats 
over the suggestion that the banishment of 
Knut Svendson might be injustice. Grumbled 
in their throats, for the story seemed pre- 
posterous; and, criticize Elan as they might, 
they had pride of her. 

And mark how the gods served her! 
Shaken not in the least in her habits by a 
poet’s reproaches, she daily presented her- 





self at the councils of men. She did not 
serve the mead bowls as did the lesser 
women, equally curious. She listened 
boldly, openly, to tales of visitors, pleas of 
captives, rough speeches of warriors and 
hunters, and spoke, yet more boldly, in and 
out of her turn. So did she hear among 
the first the rumor of a rising against Olaf 
Asleifson. A rising of this sort. A rising 
of old, established ways against new, 
dangerous ones. Every school child has 
been told how in those days a king was 
king only because he was a chosen leader, 
how every jarl held fiercely to his freedom 
of will and act and banded with other 
jarls under a king only for greater conquest 
and defense of that freedom. Such was the 
kingdom of Hakon the Quiet. But this 
Olaf had other designs. He was binding his 
jarls to him for all life by gifts of the 
lands they conquered for him. Never might 
these jarls rise against their lord. 

The peace of such kingdoms as Hakon’s 
was over. Some day Olaf would awake 
and think of Hakon’s fjord and what an 
excellent landing place it made with its 
inland lake and all, and descend upon it— 
in a mission that was not of wooing. The 
sooner perhaps because of the Princess Elan. 
Here cold blue eyes flashed like knives 
across the princess. 

“Well?” said Elan. “As well now as 
some day. Can ye gain strength by wait- 
ing, tied here helpless as ye are through fear 
of him?” 

The occasion was the hearing of a mes- 
senger from a nearby kingdom. He had 
brought a new plan. Alone a jarl could 
not scratch Olaf. Alone a petty king 
might not balk him. But five petty kings 
and their banded power? And the help of 
Harald Bloodaxe, whose land had been 
Olaf’s last conquest? MHarald himself had 
set the plan afoot. There stood at the outer 
defense of his fjord a high mountainous 
island. To one side of the island a passage 
ran free, ridden now by some of Olaf’s 
boats, left there on guard. To the other 
side, in and out among a chain of small 
islands or skerries ran another passage, not 
evident, but traceable by one who knew. 
In the night a man of Harald’s would 
guide the boats of Olaf’s enemies through 
the more difficult passage. In the morning 
from the vantage of the inner harbor they 
could drive out Olaf’s guards. Establish- 
ing their footing in Harald’s kingdom, they 
would then move on to strip Olaf of his 
lands, for there were other discontented 
subjects who would give similar aid. In 
the end Olaf would be destroyed. 

A more certain destruction because of a 
fact which the messenger held for climax. 
Olaf in his expeditions had picked up a 
Frankish monk as captive. And the 
Frankish monk had strange power over the 
indomitable young king. A power which 
turned him as through wizardry against the 
old Aesir god stock and to a strange new 
belief called Christian. In all the lands he 
took now he overthrew the rites of honor 
to Odin and set up new altars. The wrath 
of Odin was gathering. Those who took up 
arms against Olaf now, Odin would reward. 

The tale then is of battle and hard to 
follow through its labyrinth of boasting 
allegations and twists and terms of naviga- 
tion and stratagem so old that their mean- 
ing is buried under the ashes of time like 
other pomps of antiquity. In the space 
of one day from midnight to midnight Olaf 
had done what might have taken him years 
to accomplish. There was no living power 
in the north to stay his hand save his own 
will, for every one of the five kings lay 
dead on the field of battle with his men 
about him dead or dying of mortal wound. 

Yet never had Olaf met such fighting. 
There were no captives left to be merciful 
unto. That had been the agreement among 
the kings; and there was one whom the 
poet names Firebrand, who darted like a 
flame now to this side, now to that, of 
Hakon, crying to the warriors that death 
was better than slavery to any man. It 
was the Princess Elan, whom they named 
the Firebrand because she was but a slim 
flame of the spirit in her battle array, in 
this her last battle. Hakon had willed his 
stubborn leg to bear him up for this fight. 
Yet was his bulky form unwieldy, a broad 
target for weapons, had not Elan, seem- 
ingly the only one immune to death, 
hovered about him, joined on land by an- 
other, a stranger. He spoke no word. He 
counted himself, it seemed, but as an extra 
stretch of walrus hide between the king and 
his undoers. Yet, in the end, did this 
protector fall and after him Hakon, last 
of the five banded kings. But when Elan, 
seeing this, threw wide her arms and with a 
spent sob cried to the fiends to slay her 
too, the warriors shook their curious, 
horned heads and turned away. 

So was the princess left alone in the 
dark, cold waste of death, which a few 
hours before had been hot, brave life. Sob- 
bing still with exhaustion, she stopped by 
the broad still form of her father; and the 
brave warrior who lay beside Hakon stirred 

{Turn to page 64) 
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ou can depend onit"- 
‘Lt always turns out right - 


Lhave the best luck with it 


These are the answers women give 


again and again when asked, 
“Why do you prefer Royal?” 


HAT is it that creates such confidence—such firm 
allegiance that thousands of women cherish Royal 


with actual affection? 


They know that they can trust it to give them delicious 
cakes, beautifully raised hot breads every time. “Good luck” 
—“success”—women call it, Dependability is the word the 


Royal Baking Powder Company uses. 


For over three generations Royal Baking Powder has 
kept to an absolute standard of uniformity. With Royal 
you can use the same recipe year after year, and your 


baking powder will give you identically the 
same results. 

Experts have proved time and time again that 
Royal gives results so superior they can be easily 
identified. Their tests show that cakes and biscuits 
made with Royal are distinguished by their tempt- 
ing appearance, fine texture and lack of bitter taste. 
They retain their freshness too. 

The loss of one unsuccessful cake is more than 
the cost of a can of Royal! 

We will gladly send you recipes for these cakes 
and a copy of the free Royal Cook Book contain- 
ing over 350 delicious recipes for cakes, biscuits 
and other foods. The Royal Baking Powder Co., 
107 East 41st Street, New York City. 
























































DEVIL’S FOOD CAKE 


4 squares unsweetened chocolate or % cup cocoa 


2 tablespoons sugar ‘3 cup sour milk 

lo cup sweet milk 2 cups flour 

4 tablespoons shortening 44 teaspoon soda 

lcup sugar 2 teaspoons Royal Baking 
2 exgs Powder 

1 teaspoon vanilla extract 46 teaspoon salt 


Cook slowly untilsmooth first tnree ingredients. 
Cream shortening; add 1 cup sugar a little at 
a time, and beat well. Add yolks of eggs and 
beat again. Stir in chocolate mixture, vanilla 
and then add alternately the sour milk and 
flour which has been sifted with the Baking 
Powder, soda and salt. Fold in the beaten 
whites of eggs. Bake in 3 greased layer pans 
in moderate oven (375°F) about twenty-five 
minutes. Spread boiled or fudge icing between 
layers and on top and sides of cake. 


Contains no alum. Leaves no 
bitter taste 
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Suddenly he remembered the letter for her 
he had in his pocket. He wiped his lips on 
the back of his hand. It was a sign that 
he had taken the edge off his appetite and 
was willing to talk. 

The boy Tom shoved his chair back 
nervously. “The pond back of the mill’s 
froze over, pa.” 

His mother interrupted him with a wor- 


ried look. “Don’t bother your pa with 
such nonsense, Tom.” 
“Many folks in town, pa?” It was 


Effie’s halting voice. She had always been 
the most privileged conversationally. 


Hiram’s keen gaze _ rested on _ his 
daughter. “I see that Rita and Belle 
Blakely gallivantin’ round and cackling 


like a couple of geese.” 

The girl colored painfully. She twisted 
her fingers in her lap and glanced furtively 
at her mother. 

“Effie’d mind to ask you, pa, to let her 
drive in to Blakely’s tonight. They're goin’ 
to have a young folks’ party.” 

“Christmas Eve is no night for a girl to 
be away from her own home.” 

Effie’s lips drooped in the sullen futility 
of rebellion. She got up and moved 
listlessly toward the stove. 

“*Twouldn’t do no harm to let her go, 
pa. ‘Tain’t as if we made a fuss over 
Christmas ourselves.” The mother’s voice 
died away hopelessly. 

For reply Hiram threw the 
his daughter across the table. 

The girl snatched it up, looked at the 
envelope and caught her breath sharply. 


letter for 


“Who's it from, Effie?” her mother 
queried. 
“A friend of mine.” Her strained 


whisper breathed defiance. 

“You see, ma, why I ain’t letting Effie 
go in to town tonight. She’s been runnin’ 
round with some travelin’ feller and never 
said a word to us.” 

“Tt ain’t so, ma!” The girl’s slight figure 
trembled with indignation. “I only met 
him two or three times. Rita and Belle 
introduced me. He invited me to the 


movies. He’s going to be at the party 
tonight.” She broke down, crying deso- 
lately. 


Something stirred in Hiram. He did not 
want her to cry. Why not let her go? 
He suddenly remembered there was no gas 
in the car. No use running in to town 
every half hour. Gas cost money. 

“Pa, all the fellers are goin’ skatin’ 
tonight. The moon’s near full. Maybe 
you—” Young Tom’s eager eyes rested on 
the packages on the table. He was a ruddy 
chunk of a boy, but excitement drained the 
color from his round cheeks. 

Hiram rose slowly. “Here’s your 
Christmas present,” he said to the boy. He 
handed his wife the bundle of cloth. A 
hesitancy, almost a shame, seized him as 
he held Effie’s present out to her. “It’s 
warm and it'll wear well.” His tone was 
half apologetic. He turned away to light 
his pipe as if he dreaded to see the look 
of disappointment he felt certain would 
sweep over his daughter’s face. 

A thick silence seemed to settle on the 
room, a silence broken only by the crackle 
of stiff wrapping-paper. 

Suddenly there was a harsh, guttural 
sound, sharp with intense disgust, the thud 
of something soft flung with violence to the 
floor. When he turned, he saw his wife 
picking up the brown sweater. Effie had 
left the room. His wife murmured some- 
thing deprecatory, inarticulate. 

“It’s a good, warm, sensible garment.” 
He answered her vague reproach. 

“Her heart was set on a red one.” 

“We've no money to throw away on 
nonsense. It’s hard enough earned.” 

“You had near fifty dollars along with 
you in your wallet.” Her voice was so 
low he did not hear what she said. 

The boy, Tom, was snivelling in the 
corner. “All the fellers got new skates this 
year.” His mother hushed him, whispered 
something in his ear, half pushed him from 
the room. Then she came back and began 
quietly to clear the table. 


IS chores done, Hiram Goodwell 

stamped the scattered flakes of snow 

from his boots and came back into 
the kitchen. It was going to be a white 
Christmas after all. 

In the woodshed a soap-box was being 
smashed into  kindlings. Young Tom’s 
chore. The door opened. Hiram’s wife 
came in, her apron bulging with splintered 
wood. For a moment Hiram stared at her 
“Where’s the boy?” 

“He went off skatin’ with the young 
folks back of the mill. I said for him 
to go.” 

Hiram frowned angrily, stroking his 
rough, sharp chin. There was nothing he 
could say. His wife had always secretly 
spoilt the boy. By the time he was twenty- 
one she’d have made a mollycoddle of him. 
With suppressed resentment, Hiram crossed 
the room and began winding the clock. 
When he finished, his wife had slipped 
from the room and gone upstairs. 


The Red Sweater 


[Continued from page 20] 


He pulled open the drawer of the table 
and took out his wallet. He wet his thumb 
and counted the folded bills with a strange 
eager pleasure. Nine fives and three ones. 
Forty-eight dollars—and twelve dollars still 
to his credit down at Henry’s store. 

After putting the wallet back in the 
drawer he went upstairs. 

Outside of his daughter’s door he paused 
a moment and listened with almost a sense 
of guilty fear. She was not crying any 
more. He could not hear her moving 
around. Probably she was over her tan- 
trum by now and had gone to bed. Why 
had he not let her go to the party, though? 
His wife had let the boy go skating. 

A restless disquiet possessed Hiram. He 
forced himself to lie down, but he could 
not sleep. He lay beside the rigidly still 
form of his wife and stared up at a square 
of curtain latticed moonshine on the ceiling. 
The crooked shadow of a naked branch 
moved across it, backward and forward, 
slowly, like the accusing finger of Fate. 

After a while Hiram fell into a troubled 
doze. A slight, unusual sound woke him 
up. Something was stirring! Footsteps! 
Probably the boy, Tom, sneaking in from 
his skating. A fine day’s work he'd be fit 
for in the morning! Hiram listened sharply 
for the creak of the top stairs. There was 
not a asound. 

For some minutes he strained every 
nerve to hear. It could not have been 
young Tom who had come in! 

Hiram sprang out of bed. Some one 
was prowling around the house. A thief 
perhaps! The money in his wallet! 

He flung on his clothes and crossed to 
the window. A trail of footsteps, black 
in the wet snow led away from the house 
down the garden path. 

Hiram crept noiselessly out of the room 
and back down the stairs. He lit the hall 
lamp. It threw a wide path of yellow 
light into the kitchen across the table where 
the money was. e drawer was open. 
The key dangled crookedly from the lock. 
His shaking hands explored the drawer. 
The wallet was gone! 

In a frenzied panic Hiram shouted for his 
wife. She came down, a trembling, terrified 
figure, bundled in a woolen wrapper. 

“My money! It’s gone! We've been 
robbed!” He rushed to the door, flung it 
open. A blast of raw, wet wind swept into 
the room. Hiram bent over the footsteps 
in the snow. They were small, pointed—a 
woman’s! They led away from the house 
toward the road. 

“Where’s Effie?” 

“Effie!” His wife’s frightened eyes 
seemed to know more than her lips re- 
vealed. 

“Yes, Effie! Is she in her room?” 

“T don’t know, pa.” Under the pain of 
his grip on her arm she whimpered. 

“You tell me!” 

“When I went into her room a while 
baek she was crying. It was all that 
sweater you bought. She said it was ugly. 
She wanted a red one. That’s all I know.” 

He pushed her aside, pulled on his 
boots and cap and coat and strode down 
the path. 

“Where’re you goin’, pa?” 

“After her!” His voice was menacing. 

She followed him out on to the wind- 
swept door-step. 

“Don’t be too hard on her, pa. She 
never meant nothin’ wrong. She’s most 
likely just gone to the Blakely girls’ party.” 
Her voice trailed thin into a miserable wail. 

“She stole my money!” He went into 
the barn and filled the tank of his Ford. 

It was long past midnight when Hiram 
Goodwell stopped his car in front of the 
Blakely house. He had had trouble with 
his engine. It had stalled on the slushy 
road. Behind the holly wreaths in the 
parlor windows the lights still burned. 
Hiram rang the bell sharply. 

Mrs. Blakely opened the door. 

“Is my Effie here?” 

“She was. But she’s been gone more’n 
an hour. That young man from Drovers- 
ville took her home.” 

“J—ain’t passed them on the road.” 

The woman’s wide, ruddy face mottled. 

“They went off together. I'm sure of 


that. He came over in a machine from 
Droversville. Seemed sort of a drinking 
feller.” 


Hiram Goodwell turned abruptly. He 
drove down the road, past the Post Office, 
the movie palace, the church. At the cross- 
roads, he unhesitatingly took the turn to 
Droversville. Black anger consumed him. 
She had run off with a fellow she scarcely 
knew. She had robbed him! This was 
the reward for all those harsh years of toil, 
of sacrifice. This was her return for his 
love! His bleak eyes grew bitter. 

The slate gray of the east was cleft by 
an opaque, chalky dawn as Hiram drew up 
in front of the Droversville Hotel. On his 
entrance a night clerk, slumbering on three 
wooden chairs, awoke to startled attention. 

“I want my-daughter. She came here 
a couple of hours ago with a hardware 
salesman.” 


“Sam Cossett and 
second floor.” The 
nervous promptness. 

Blind rage seemed to carry Hiram to 
the door of number 7. Strangely enough 
the thought of the man seemed no part 
of his mental processes, so that when he 
burst into the room without knocking, it 
scarcely surprised him to find his daughter 
there alone. 

She was lying fully dressed across the 
bed, a rumpled, piteous little figure with 
tossed hair and hollow eyes red with weep- 
ing. At sight of her father in the doorway 
she stumbled to her feet. Her face whitened 


Room 7— 
came with 


lady. 
reply 


with terror, her clenched fist knuckled 
against her trembling lips. A sound 
struggled in her throat, caught there 


stranglingly, died out in a broken moan. 
She fell on her knees. 

“I—I ain’t done no wrong, pa!” 

The pathos of her streaming hair, her 
wild, tear-wet eyes, flashed lightninglike 
across his consciousness, to be drowned in 
the blackness of his rage. 

“You stole my money!” 

It was not what he had meant to say. 
The words unbidden, like unleashed, 
skulking things, had leapt out of their own 
accord. 

The girl cowered. 

He waited, then, almost hoping she 
would deny his accusation. She had not 
really taken it. Maybe she had only 
wanted to borrow a part of it. Forty- 
eight dollars was a great deal of money for 
a girl. Perhaps she was going to give it 
back to him. He looked dazedly around 
him. A man’s dirty collar lay on the 
bureau, and suddenly a realization of the 
situation broke over him. The loss of the 
money had blinded him to the significance 
of the scene. The hotel room, his daughter 
kneeling on the floor, the man’s collar on 
the bureau! A horror greater even than the 
theft of his wallet forced itself upon him. 

“Where is he—your feller?” 

She cringed as if under a lash. “He's 
gone. When I wouldn’t do what he wanted 
—he went away. That’s the truth, pa— 
God’s truth. All he wanted was the money. 
He took that!” 

“He took that!” Hiram’s voice rose to 
a shrill scream of rage. His fingers worked 
frenziedly, clutching at the air. “You mean 
to say you let that feller steal my money!” 

The tears froze in the girl’s eyes. For 
a moment she stared at her father, as if 
until that moment she had never seen him. 
Then a convulsion of horror swept over 
her. She rose from her knees, holding to 
the footboard of the bed. “If it’s only the 
money, don’t worry. I'll work and pay it 
back.” 

He gulped. A sense of proportion 
descended upon him. Salvation from the 
greater evil of his daughter’s dishonor 
emerged above the lesser disaster of the loss 
of his money. He tried to speak. He could 
not. The look in Effie’s eyes chilled him. 
She seemed no longer a child. Her eyes 
were as her mother’s were at times—har- 
rowed, empty of hope. 

At last his voice came, hoarse, strained, 
unnatural. “What made you run away?” 

“I—don’t know. I couldn’t stand it at 
home any more. Never any fun. It was 
like there was a wet, cold cloth knotted 
round , my neck, choking me.” The 
trembling lips became mutinous. “He said 
he cared about me—said he'd give me lots 
of pretty things if I went off with him. 
Nice clothes—and I’d never had anything 
I liked. Nothin’ just pretty. Then when 
you brought in that sweater tonight. It 


was so ugly. I hated it so. It made my 
skin crawl. I couldn’t wear a thing like 
that. So I just went off.” 


Something inside him hurt. A nebulous 
memory persisted, took form. A little girl 
was running to him to have him kiss away 
a hurt. Tumbled yellow curls, tear-wet, 
childish eyes. The memory faded, banished 
by the thought of his wallet. The elastic 
band, the nine five-dollar bills, the three 
ones, laid neatly under the flap of leather. 

“You—took my money!” 

“Tl pay it back. I can get a job as 
waitress here. I’m sure of it. I can begin 
right off in the morning. I'll pay it back, 
every penny.” Her eyes were hard, cold; 
the young mouth too bitter. 

He stood looking at her, avoiding her 
direct gaze. She was slight and frail, un- 
accustomed to heavy work. At home his 
wife and the boy always spared her. She 
wasn’t any too strong. Delicate, that was 
it. He visualized her carrying trays loaded 
with steaming dishes of food, with thick, 
white cups of coffee. Hard work, long 


hours! He tried to picture the farm with- 
out her. The supper-table—just Mary, the 
boy and he. A gap where his daughter's 


pretty face had been. No sound of her 
light, running footsteps; of the thin, high- 
pitched carol of her singing! The others 
would not miss her as he should. Mary 
had the boy. 

The lump in his throat hardened. He 
wished he could tell her to let the money 

[Turn to page 70] 
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cess of Baird-North are due in a large 
measure to our fair, courteous treat 
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Finest quality stoves, 
ranges, heaters and fur 
naces ever made. Newest 


Make those pimples or blemishes go 
away. How many times have you 
looked in\o the mirror and wished that 
your skin were without blem- 
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for a cool, clear, velvety skin? 
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Wing Pianos and Player Pianos sent direct on free trial till 


Mar. Ist in your home. Enjoy and test it to prove you -— 
$150 to $300. 40 year guarantee. 
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Would an extra $5.00 or $10.00 be wel- 
Surely it would and you 
can have it easily. <A little spare time to 
look after McCall subscriptions in your 
neighborhood is all that is needed. No 


come just now? 


experience is necessary nor is any investment 





of any kind required. 


McCALL’S MAGAZINE 
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Finest Quality 
Money Back 
Guarantee 
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Send today for FREE SAMPLE CARD and illustrated folder of newest styles 
in knitted garments with full instructions. Hand-knitted holiday gifts are 


always most acceptable. 1923-24 color card now Free on Request 














ready. Largest assortment we have ever shown— 


BEACON WORSTED CO., Dept. 10, 112-114 East 19th St.. N.Y. 
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The Book of Complete Information About Pianos 





One of our 38 styles®) 
Dept.20.89. 13th St. and 9th Ave., New York 
Established 1868 — 55th Year Also » Players and d Granda 


SHEET MUSIC ~ 15¢ 


BE sure yousay Century Edition” when you buy sheet music. You'll pay 
only 15e—less than half the usual music prices! And you'll get sheet 
music as good as it can be—beautifully printed on the best of paper—every 
» arin the standard size,each notecertified tobecorrect,asthe master wrote it. 
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whee you buy Poet and Peasant,"’ “‘Rigoletto,’"’ “‘Souvenir.”” ““Wedding 

Ma r any of the other classical and popular standard compositions. 
* every reason in the world why you should patronize the Century dealer 
r, Century's low price is possible only because of his small profit. If your 
supply you we will. Complete catalog of over 2200 classical and pop 

mpositions free on request. [Century’s Canadian price, 20c. ] 

» show you Martin's Rudiments for the Piano,” Jahn’s 

Violin,” and Martin’s “Scales and Chords.” Used by 

all modern teachers. 


Century Music Publishing Co. 
241 W. 40th St., New York 
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Ransom for a Queen 


[Continued from page 60] 


and murmured. Elan turned to him. He 
opened his blue eyes. 

“Princess!” he said, his voice thick with 
coming death. 

Like a second sword thrust into the 
gaping wound of that day came his word, 
for Elan knew him. 

“Knut!” she cried—in shame and pain. 
“But no—it can’t be—Knut Svendson!” 

“Princess!” he said again. “Alive? 
Unhurt? I tried to save him and thee!” 

“Knut Svendson!” she begged of him. 
“Do not die! Do not die and leave me 
nothing that I may do to equal thy great- 
ness and cancel my wrong. See, I will help 
thee. I will go to the men down yonder. 
I will send to Olaf. I have a power with 
him—perhaps—” 

But the dying warrior caught her wrist 
with his chill hand and his eyes said her no. 
It was another thing that she might do for 
him. 

“Hilde!” he muttered—she had to lay 
her ear close to his mouth to hear him. 
“Hilde, my wife! In the forest—a cave 
beside the waterfall. Follow the stream. 
There is a babe—alone—” 

He spoke no other word. When he 
lay still—and shaking would not rouse him 

there were only these fragments of 
wandering speech to guide her. A cave 
beside a waterfall in the dark forest. Only 
the streamlet and her ears to lead her 
there. And she was tired so that her body 
was a lump of pain. 

At last, when the noise of the fall began 
to pound unbearably on her tired ears she 
saw a faint glow of fire and beyond the fire 
a woman moving. She drew a long breath, 
gathering her strength for a final effort and 
stumbled on to the door of the cave. 

The woman beyond the fire was young, 
younger than Elan. Hilde looked at her 
visitor a moment in startled question before 
she knew her. 

“Princess?” she cried out then in great 
fear. “Thou? Then where is my Knut?” 

Elan’s knees gave way and down she 
went into a heap. 

“Knut sent me to thee,” she stammered. 
“He sent me to help thee. He said there 
was a babe—and thou wert all alone.” 

“There is no.babe—as yet Elan,” said 
Elan. “But one niay come even this night 

and so—and so, I can’t pull thee to thy 
feet with my little strength. Thou great, 
tall girl’» Canst haul thyself up with this 
stick and get thyself to that cot in that 
corner. So! There!” 

As a hurt, wilful child, Elan suffered 
herself to be led to the bed of boughs. 

“Thou dost not hate me?” she asked 
in wonder as she sank upon it. 

“T hate nobody this night,” said Hilde 
gently, her eyes dreaming beyond the cave 
walls. “As my hour approaches, I think 
more and more of love, how there is too 
much of strife and hate and pride in the 
world and man’s life, so short, should be 
sweeter than it is.” 

“But thou and Knut, nobles both, in a 
cave!” still marveled Elan. 

“Just for this time,” soothed Hilde. 
“We have been safe enough in Harald’s 
town. But when there was rumor of the 
coming battle, Knut thought this place more 
quiet and retired and brought me here to 
wait for him. So, trouble not—” 

“But he fought for my father still, 
though—” 

“Sh!” said Hilde. “Sleep now, for if 
Knut comes not back before morning, I 
may need thy strength and all my own. 
Of course he fought for thy father. Is he 
not a man of honor, looking at bigger 
things than our woman’s spite? Poor thing, 
I did hate thee for what thou didst or didst 
not do; but that is past. Thou wert a 
child—with no one to teach thee the lesson 
of life. Now, when this mad fighting, too, 
is past and we live at peace again, then 
shall we love each cther with great under- 
standing. Is it not so, poor tired thing? 
Rest then!” 

“Then shall we love—understanding— 
peace—rest—” the cave, all the world faded 
to Elan. 


LAN! Elan! I have need—” 

It was a thin cry, from a throat 

drawn tight like a wire; but it reached 

the princess where she lay and brought her 

to her feet, stupid for the moment, in the 
next cold with unnamed fear. 

“Elan, thou must tell him not to grieve 
too much for me—” 

And so with the morning came a man 
child to the warrior who lay dead in defense 
of her worthless self. 

At the noon hour, Elan left the cave, 
carrying most awkwardly and fearfully a 
bundle. She had cleansed her face some- 
what and bound up her magnificent hair 
and wrapped herself in Hilde’s mantle— 
since now no outward chill might make 
more cold the poor motherless creature and 
Elan must live and keep her strength till 
she brought the babe to safety. It was such 
a feeble, flickering breath of life that she 
carried in her arms; yet it seemed to her 
her whole soul’s ransom. 


When she reached the sea, the winter 
fog still lay like a heavy blanket over all 
the dank, chill land; but it seemed to her 
that she saw a man figure moving up and 
down ahead of her, beating his hands to 
keep the blood running warm. She hast- 
ened to him over the field of battle. 

“Olaf’s man!” she addressed him. 
“Where is the king?” 

She had come upon the warrior so sud- 
denly as to startle him. 

“Take me to Olaf, at once—before it is 
too late!” she cried. “See! I have here 
his pledge—his talisman of safety. I was 
promised that I might come through to 
him when I—had need.” 

Never had the diamond in the heavy 
pendant flamed more brilliantly than when 
Elan took it from her bosom and held it 
before the round, bulging eyes of the 
warrior. He tormented her with no further 
protests. Rather, he seemed in greater 
hurry than Elan herself. She had pains to 
keep pace with him as he led her to a 
boat, which carried them over a stretch of 
gray water to the stone tower of Harald 
Bloodaxe on the far side of the inlet. 

“The reward is mine,” she heard the 
warrior say to the helmsman, but wondered 
about it only a long time later, “but I will 
share with you if you make haste.” 

Roughly he dragged her ashore and 
hurried her to the tower, then more respect- 
fully led her into the great hall. From the 
far end a slim youth with red gold hair 
rose from a chair and came to meet her. 
To him Elan raised eyes shadowed with 
misery. 

“This is no time for sorry jest,” she said 
bitterly. “I must see Olaf, the king!” 

Sigurd the Singer raised his hand and 
the hall emptied itself of men—all but one, 
a tall gaunt creature in a coarse long mantle, 
who stood beside a blazing fire. 

“I act for Olaf this day,” said Sigurd 
most gently. “Tell me what you want of 
the king.” 

“I have here a child,” said Elan, too 
spent for further contention. 

An eagerness which had flamed on the 
singer’s face died suddenly at the shock of 
her words. 

“The child of Knut Svendson and Hilde, 
his brave wife,” said Elan. “Born last 
night in a cave in the woods. His parents 
—dead, both of them. He needs the care 
= a woman—such—such as I cannot give 
1im.” 

Very gently then Sigurd took her bundle 
from her. The surprise of finding her arms 
empty stirred sudden anxiety in Elan. 

- “Handle him not so roughly!” she said 
sharply. “He is less than a day old, I tell 
you. If you have smothered him—” 

But when her trembling hands pulled 
back the folds of rough cloth from the red, 
wrinkled face, the babe raised a thin wail. 
She snatched the bundle from the singer 
and turned desperately to the tall, gaunt 
man beside the fire. 

“You are a priest!” she addressed him. 
“Will you not prevail upon Olaf to 
give this babe to some woman fit for such 
things to be cared for until he can fend 
for himself?” 

The priest had evidently been listening 
closely to all her words with Sigurd. “Yes, 
child,” he said with rough tenderness. “Now 
rest you here while I seek care for the 
babe.” 

Then again Elan knew that she had 
spent all the strength that was in her. Her 
knees gave way and she sank in a heap on 
the cold floor before the fire. The silly 
tears gushed out of her eyes and rolled 
unhindered down her cheeks. Yet was she 
oddly at peace for all her helplessness—like 
a child who has been hurt and has found 
at last a mother’s comfort. All the world 
turned blank and of no importance in those 
moments. She forgot the presence of Sigurd 
the Singer. So was she startled when 
something heavy dropped over her head and 
fell on her breast, and proved to be a chain 
of gold curiously beaten and twisted and 
set throughout its length with gleaming 
gems, yet lacking a pendant at its end. 

“What?” she asked stupidly. 

“Said I not that it was a ransom for a 
queen?” spoke a voice at her ear—a voice 
that had rung in her memory for a twelve 
month—low and deep and full of music. 
“Wilt thou wear it, Elan, loveliest of 
women, and know it is the best symbol that 
I, Olaf, have to show thee of my homage?” 

Many years reigned Elan in sweetness 
and happiness and pride beside Olaf, her 
lord, and the first Christian king of the 
Northlands. And she bore him five chil- 
dren—all of them daughters. But Elan made 
the best of things and saw to it that her 
daughters were women of worth, the fairest 
possible, and the best taught in all those 
things which are women’s sole privilege 
and their greatest strength. And the first 
daughter was wed to Eric, son of Knut and 
Hilde, born on the holy Christmas Eve; 
and they two reigned after Olaf’s passing. 
And Elan, waiting till she should join her 
lord, knew then that her living was 
completed. 
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Are you self-conscious 


about the impression 
you make on people? 


EAR is probably the greatest 

handicap anyone can have in 
life. It keeps you from being 
your own real self—from doing 
your downright best and from 
getting on in life as you should. 

Personal appearance has a lot 
to do with the way you feel. 
Clothes count, of course. But 
still there is one thing so many 
people overlook—something that 
at once brands them as either 
fastidious or careless—the teeth. 

Notice today how you, your- 
self, watch another person’s teeth 
when he or she is talking. If the 
teeth are not well kept they at 
once become a liability. 

Only the right dentifrice— 
consistently used—will protect 
you against such criticism. Lis- 
terine Tooth Paste cleans teeth a 
new way. The first tube you buy 
will prove this to you. 





You will notice the improve- 
ment even in the first few days. 
And, moreover, just as Listerine 


is the safe antiseptic, so Listerine’ 


Tooth Paste is the safe dentifrice. 
It cleans yet it cannot injure the 
enamel. 

What are your teeth saying 
about you today? 


LAMBERT PHARMACAL CO. 
St. Louis, U. S. A. 

















WANT WORK some 


Earn $18 to $60 a week RETOUCHING photos. Men or 
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women. No selling or canvassing. We teach you, guaran- 


tee employment and furnish WORKING OUTFIT FRE 
Limited offer. Writetoday. ARTCRAFT STUDI 
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“How new,” one ex- 


claimed. 


“It must be frightfully ex- 
pensive,”’ said another. 


“It’s wonderfully smart,”’ 
admired a third. 


“Evidently French,” re- 
marked the fourth. 


**] wish I had one like it,”’ 
envied the fifth. 


Not one of them knew that 
the gown that they admired had 
been made at home with a 
McCall Pattern and cost less 
than $25. 

It had smartness. It had 
dash. The wearer looked ex- 
pensively exclusive. She could 
afford to for she was confident 
that the style was right. 


She knew it must be correct 
for she cut out her dress on the 
printed line and followed the ac- 
curate directions printed on the 
pattern. The style is always 
safeguarded when you use the 


McCALL 


PRINTED PATTERN 


























The Passer-By 


[Continued from page 44] 


could accomplish that. But—well, for a 
man of courage and resource, there are 
more ways than one of killing a cat.” 

“Oh!” Guy got up abruptly and went 
to the picture. “It is a dirty trick, after 
all,” he said. 

“You can call it what you like.” Im- 
perturbable as ever came the American’s 
voice behind him. “Whatever it is, it’s 
worth fifty thousand dollars. I'll give you 
an undertaking right now, if you'd like 
it—if you want to win your ladye sweet 
and kind.” 

Guy growled at him inarticulately. 

Big Ben went on. “And don’t forget 
that Miss Jane Brown may be able to 
put you on her track. Her Little Seam- 
stress bears a very strong likeness to her.” 

“Fifty—thousand—dollars!” said Big 
Ben after a long silence. “And if you 
don’t get it, young Guy—well, I just guess 
someone else will, that’s all.” 

Guy stood gazing for a second or two 
at “The Little Seamstress.” Then some- 
thing within him seemed to crumble. His 
pose altered. He spoke, his voice odd, con- 
strained. 

“There’s nothing I won’t do to get her. 
See? Nothing on God’s earth!” 


E gods, what a lonely place!” Guy 

stood on the brink of a rushing York- 

shire stream and looked about him. 
There was not a living thing or habitation 
anywhere within sight. The road by which 
he had come wound away empty between 
the bare hills. It was the last day in 
November, and the chill of coming winter 
was in the air. A few yards farther on 
there was a single-span bridge over the 
water, and to this he betook himself, and 
sat down on the low parapet to eat his 
luncheon. A packet of sandwiches was all 
he carried in the way of provisions, and on 
his back a knapsack containing the bare 
necessaries of life, and a camera. He had 
tramped the last fifty miles of his journey, 
and now he was within five of the end. 
He had very nearly run his quarry to earth. 

Inquiries made at the little town where 
he had spent the previous night had elicited 
the fact that Miss Jane Brown, the well- 
known artist, who had fled from the public 
notice as soon as her picture had made her 
famous, was leading a life of seclusion in 
the company of a relative at an old manor- 
house that she had rented for the purpose. 

He ate his sandwiches meditati:"ly, and 
then took out his pipe, mechanically casting 
a look back over the road he had traveled. 

He had not expected to see anything, 
and it surprised him to catch the glint of 
sunshine upon a moving vehicle. He moved 
off the bridge, and stood to watch the 
car’s rapid approach. He expected it to 
run past him, but to his surprise as it 
neared him it slackened pace. Within 
twenty yards of him it stopped. The 
chauffeur descended and opened the door. 

Instantly a dog—a spaniel—sprang out 
ands danced with dog-like joy -as a slim 
girl’s figure followed him. A_ sudden 
thought struck Guy, and his look went in 
a flash to the sole occupant left in the car— 
an elderly woman wearing a thick veil. His 
heart leaped within him and he felt in- 
stinctively for the camera he carried on his 
back. But it was no moment for action. 
The veil would have defeated him in any 
case, and the car was already on the move. 
The lady in it was waving her hand to the 
girl she was leaving. 

“I hope you'll enjoy your walk, Jeanne 
dear. Don’t be late for tea!” The car was 
abreast of him now; he felt the wind of its 
passing. It gathered speed and was gone. 

Something waked Guy from his trance. 
Something vehemently leaped upon him and 
pushed him, He looked down to see a dog’s 
face in which pleading, anxiety, and joyful 
recognition, all mingled, and, as he stooped, 
yelps of wild delight greeted him. A warm 
tongue licked his face. 

“Why, Pierre!” he said. “Is it you?” 

And Pierre, prostrating himself in the 
flurry of this unexpected meeting, assured 
him by every means at his command that 
it was so. 

A voice spoke close to him. He stood 
up with a jerk. 

“Pierre knows you,” she said. 
strange—to meet again!” 

She stood before him, very slim and up- 
right, her pale face with its wide, dark eyes 
lifted to his. She betrayed no agitation, 
save that as he looked at her a faint flush 
rose. 

“It is very gracious of you—and of 
Pierre—to remember me,” he said. “It is 
quite a long time ago. Pierre was only 
a youngster, then, and now he is middle- 
aged.” 

She threw him a funny little smile that 
made him burn to take her in his arms. 
“Like you—like me!” she said. “I am more 
than twenty-six now.” 

“TI am thirty-three,” said Guy. 

They had turned and were walking over 
the bridge; but halfway across, with one 
accord, they stopped, looking over at the 
rushing water. 

[Turn to page 66] 
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my $1 back. 
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latest style sil 
proval. 
coat and wish to keep it, you may pay the 
balance in small monthly sums, so small 
you will scarcely miss the money. Only 
$4.85 a month pays for this coat. An easy 
and delightful way to secure a plush coat 
with real fur collar and cuffs. 


Elmer Richards Co. 
Dept. 2739 


T enclose $1. Send me Silk Plush Coat No. F-29. Size........ 
If I am not delighted with the coat, I can return it and get 


with the coupon, $4.85 monthly, total price, $29.95. 
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Real Fur 
Collar 
and Cuffs 





DOWN 


Send only $1 for this handsome 
black silk plush coat with real fur 
collar and cuffs. Latest style! A 
wonderful bargain; lined through- 
out with fine grade fancy pattern 
satin finished vengtian of excellent 
wearing quality. Shapely collar as 
well as cuffs are of beautiful dark 
brownConfy fur, allof fine selected 
pelts. Can be worn loose back or 
full-belted all-around with self belt 
tying in sash effect in front. Has 
two neat pockets. Sizes 34 to 44, 
Length 45 inches. 


Order by No. F-29. Terms $1.00 with 
em $4.85 a month. 
otal price, $29.95. 


6 Months 
to Pay! 


Use the credit we offer as thousands do 
and save money! Send only $1 for this 

seal plush coat on ap- 
If you are delighted with the 


Buy on 
credit the Elmer Richards way. Compare 
our prices with cash prices in retail 
stores. Send TODAY. 


West 35th St., Chicago, Il. 
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ray Hair? 
—Dont Have It 


—Not at any age 


Whether you are young or 
old, gray hair is unbecoming 
and absolutely unnecessary. 
My scientific preparation will 
bring back the original color easily 
and surely and keep it for the rest 


of your life. 


I perfected it many years ago to 
restore the color to my own hair 
prematurely gray. 
Since, millions have used it and so 
It is the most 
popular and biggest selling prepa- 
ration of its kind in the world. 


which was 


will millions more. 


Clean as water 
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Patented 
Trial Outfit Free 


Mail the coupon 
for my special pat- 
ented free trial out- 
fit, which contains a trial bottle of 
the Restorer with full directions 
and explanations for making my 
famous convincing test on a single 
lock of hair. A trial package of 
my wonderful new Preparatory 
Powder is included with this outfit. 
This powder is the most recent dis- 
covery made in my laboratories, 
and I consider it invaluable. It 
puts your hair in perfect condition 
for restoration and acts as a tonic 
and antiseptic. Mail coupon today. 


My Restorer is a clear, colorless 


liquid, pure and dainty as water. 
No greasy sediment to make your 
hair sticky, nothing to wash off or _;,, 
rub off. Restored color perfectly 
natural and even in all lights—no 
Easily gist. 


streaks or discoloration. 


applied bysimply combing through 
You do it yourself—no 


the hair. 


Fill out the coupon carefully, us- 
ing X to indicate color of hair. If 
possible enclose a lock in your let- 
When you have made the test 
which proves how easily and surely 
your gray hair can be restored get 
a full sized bottle from your drug- 
If he cannot supply you or 
offers you a substitute preparation, 
write me direct and I will supply 
your needs. 


one need ever know your secret. 


| Sarg, Goldmangg 


Hair Color Restorer 


Over 10,000,000 Bottles Sold 


y= = = =Please print your name and addresses mu mw “ 


t MARY T. GOLDMAN, I 

I 49-P Goldman Bidg., St. Paul, Minn, 

I Please send your patented Free Trial Outfit, as offered in | 
your ad. X shows color of hair. (Print name plainly.) 

I black...... dark brown...... medium brown...... 

fi auburn (dark red)...... light brown...... light | 

| auburn (light red)...... blonde...... 
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“Tus Mopern Wirci"’ 


A remarkable 


value - 


Ipswich 
De Luxe Hosiery 
at $1.00 


HEN fashion insists upon 

lovely stockings to match 
your frocks and shoes, hosiery ex- 
penses mount high. 

Today there is no need for this 
extravagance, for now you can 
obtain a remarkable new hosiery 
value at $1.00 a pair. 

The Ipswich Mills, with their 
great resources of 100 years de 
velopment, offer you Ipswich De 
Luxe Hosiery, styled to the pre- 
vailing mode, sheer, beautiful and 
lustrous. 

For $1.00 a pair you can have 
these exquisite stockings in the 
shades you want, in pure silk rein- 
forced with strong fibre, or in 
smart wool and cotton mixtures, 
trim-fitting and long-wearing. 

Here is a saving you can make 
at once with the satisfaction that 
comes from a really extraordinary 
value. 

For every wear—every day— 


Ipswich Hosiery. 


IPSWICH MILLS, Ipswich, Mass. 





For Men, Women & 
Children 


this mark of the Ipswich Mills 
means quality, style and value in 
hosiery. Ipswich Hosiery is widely 
listributed. You will probably find 
them at your favorite store—if not, 
write us and we will see that you are 
supplied. Prices from agc to $1.00. 


IPSWICH 





IPSWICH MILLS, Ipswich, Mass 
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“Shall we walk on?” she said presently 
“I promised my aunt not to be late.” 

“Your aunt!” he said. “That is the lady 
who has just left us—Miss Jane Brown?” 

She nodded. “I live with her. My 
French uncle died, you know. And then 
the war ended and I joined my Aunt Jane. 
We lived together in London till quite 
lately.” 

“And now she has fled to the wilds of 
Yorkshire to avoid publicity,” said Guy. 

There was a little pause before she said, 
“How did you know that?” 

He replied without looking at her. “She 
is somewhat well-known. It’s the penalty 
of popularity, Miss Brunel. She is bound 
to pay it whether she likes it or not.” 

“It is a very great shame!” she de- 
clared warmly. “What right have the public 
to intrude upon her?” 

“But why should she mind?” said Guy. 

She looked at him with almost a glint 
of scorn in her eyes. “I would mind in- 
tensely,” she said. “To be recognized 
wherever one went, pointed at, made con- 
spicuous—oh, I should hate it! My aunt 
is a plain woman, and she feels, as I do, 
that to be made a show of would be—quite 
intolerable. She considers all self-advertise- 
ment is vulgar, and she—she would never 
stoop to it.” 

There was actually a hint of challenge 
in the words. Guy met it brazenly. 

“And did you give her the right to 
portray you in her famous picture ?” 

The dark eyes opened wide in astonish- 
ment. “Me! Myself! Are you talking of 
The Little Seamstress? That was never 
meant for—me!” 

“It is you,” asserted Guy. “I’ve got it 
here—a copy of it—on a post card. It is 
you. That's why—” He broke off, holding 
himself in rigidly. He must not tell her 
that. 

She burst in impetuously, not noticing 
his pause. “Oh, but it was never meant, 
never intended! That picture was just a 
fancy.” And then, after a moment, shyly, 
“Do you like the picture, Monsieur?” 

“T love it,” said Guy fervently. 

She uttered a little laugh. “I am glad 
of that. But you—you are not one of the 
great public who hunt the lions? I mean, 
you would never care who painted it. You 
are not the kind.” There was a hint of 
anxiety in her look. 

“IT care much more for the picture than 
the artist,” said Guy blurftly. 

Her face cleared. “I knew you would. 
Now let us talk of something else! You 
are touring here? Where are you staying?” 

“T am going to find a lodging in Thorn,” 
he said. “I walked from Skelton today.” 

“From Skelton! How tired you must 
be!” Her eyes were soft with sympathy. 
“Would you—would you, I wonder—come 
to us for the night? My aunt would un- 
derstand. We are such old friends, are we 
not?” 

Guy’s hands clenched as he walked. His 
ladye sweet and kind! How trusting she 
was! What would she think of him if she 
knew? 

He swallowed hard before he replied. 
“How awfully good of you! But I couldn't 

thank you a thousand times. As a matter 
of fact, I am not touring. I am on business.” 

“Business!” She echoed the word, not 
with curiosity, but with regret. “Then you 
are only passing through ?” 

“That's all,” he said rather desperately. 
“T've got no clothes, nothing respectable, no 
money either. I’m just out on a venture 
to try and make some. Perhaps later—if I 
succeed—” He stopped himself. The thing 
was preposterous. How could he succeed? 

Her soft voice came to him. “I do hope 
you will succeed, Captain Vaughan. The 
Green Dragon is the only place at Thorn. 
I hope they will make you comfortable 
there.” She gave him her hand and then in 
a moment she was gone. 


T was the camera that was finally re- 

sponsible—the camera that mocked at 

him when he arose after a sleepless night 
at the Green Dragon. There were many 
forces at work within him, but the camera 
was the one that decided. Having come 
thus far, he could not go back without firing 
a single shot. And if he were successful, 
he could decide afterward what to do with 
his prize. 

The Manor was nearly two miles from 
the village. The house was old and well 
protected by trees and shrubs which af- 
forded him cover until he was close to it, 
and at length, in a thicket of rhododendrons 
he came to a halt. The building, low and 
rambling, faced with stone, was before him. 
There was no one in sight. Two minutes 
later he strolled casually into the garage 
and propped himself in the doorway until 
such time as the chauffeur, whose head was 
deep in the bonnet of the car, should turn 
and discover him. A grizzled-headed man 
of the coachman type was this, and Guy 
watched him warily. 

Very suddenly the din of the engine 
ceased. The man turned abruptly round 
and eyed him suspiciously. 


The Passer-By 


[Continued from page 65] 


“Good morning!” said Guy. “Miss 
Brown anywhere about ?” 

“What do you want her for?” said the 
chauffeur uncompromisingly. 

Guy’s smile was suave and_business- 
like. “I see you have a Glider car there,” 
he said. “I am a representative of the 
Glider Company. I am making a tour of 
the district and have been instructed to 
call upon Miss Brown to ascertain if the 
car gives her full satisfaction in every 
respect.” 

The chauffeur’s suspicion waned. He 
grunted with a species of grudging approval. 
“She'll be round directly. Better have a 
look at the car before she comes.” 

Guy accepted the suggestion with 
alacrity. During the next quarter of an 
hour he and the chauffeur became almost 
intimate over the eccentricities of the Glider 
engine. At the end of that time a girl’s 
clear voice made itself heard in the distance 
calling a dog. He left his friend tenderly 
rubbing his engine with an oily rag and 
withdrew to the other side of the car, in 
preparation for escape should she enter. It 
was no part of his plan to meet Jeanne 
again with his quest unfulfilled. 

He hoped she would not enter; yet, 
standing there, temptation assailed him 
again. What if she did? His camera was 
on his back, and he yearned—how he 
yearned !—to make use of it. Could there 
be any harm if he snatched this treasure 
for himself? All thought of his original 
mission went from him. He drew his 
camera from its case, and stepped softly 
forth. 

“Again he heard her voice in the garden, 
and from the fact that she addressed her- 
self to Pierre only he gathered that she 
was alone. A friendly clump of rhodo- 
dendrons offered him shelter, and he stepped 
into it, focussing his camera upon the 
stretch of path by which she seemed to be 
approaching. 

She came at last, singing a little French 
song. Her head was uncovered and her 
face was happy. She walked with a spring 
as though her heart were glad. And he 
wondered as he watched her what had 
brought that gladness. 

In a seco she stepped within his 
range, unobserved;“unsuspecting. But she 
was nearer than he realized. The camera 
clicked; and in a second, half-dazzled by 
the sunshine, her eyes came round to him 
Instantly, before escape was possible, her 
clear voice arrested him. And all his life 
Guy Vaughan was to remember the quick 
surprise—and the reproach—of her recogni- 
tion. 

“You!” she said. 
other note— “You!” 

Subterfuge was out of the question. He 
was caught red-handed. And never in his 
life had he felt so utterly ashamed. 

He came to her, camera in hand. “Do 
forgive me!” he said. “I know it was an 
unpardonable liberty. But I—I wanted a 
snap of you just for myself.” 

She looked at him, and all the warm 
light was gone from her eyes. They had 
a glint of ice. 

“So this was the venture!” she said, and 
her voice had a cutting quality, brief, dis- 
dainful. “How bad! How abominable! 
You followed me here to—steal my portrait 
so that you might make profit out of it! 
You knew all the time. You knew! You 
knew !” 

He stared at her, bewildered. “I don’t 
know what you mean. I took you because 
I wanted you for myself—no other reason.” 

“You lie!’ she said, and he saw her 
breast heave. “You are here to snapshot 
me—and throw me broadcast on the world.” 

“You!” he said, almost staggering in his 
amazement. 

“Why else are you here? For what did 
you come? Do you still dare to pretend 
that you did not know?” 

He gathered himself together. “I am 
looking for Miss Jane Brown—the artist.” 

She drew herself up to her full height, 
slim, commanding. “I am Jane Brown— 
the artist!” she said. “And”—she uttered 
the words through panting lips—“you had 
better leave my grounds before I call my 
chauffeur to—to—remove you!” 

Then it was that Guy’s strength came 
back to him. He rallied from the blow. 
The blood went to his head in a great 
wave of indignation. 

“But what do you take me for?” he 
said. “I didn’t know. How could I know? 
Do you think I would give you away ?” 

Her eyes surveyed him with withering 
scorn. “I took you for a gentleman,” she 
said. “You were always my preux chevalier. 
I didn’t know—either. But I do now—I 
do now!” 

That stung him into action. He thrust 
out the camera to her. “In heaven’s name, 
take the thing!” he said. “And you will 
know that, so far as I am concerned at 
least, you are safe!” 

She drew a step back as if he had 
offered her something revolting. “I will 
not touch it,” she said proudly, and still her 
eyes condemned him—maddened him. 


And again, on an- 


“Take it yourself! Make your fortune out 
of it! And—may I never see your face 
again!” 

That was the end of all endurance for 
Guy. His eyes blazed back at her in a 
sudden flare of wrath. She thought that 
of him, did she? Well, let her think what 
she would, but at least she should insult 
him to his face no longer! With an in- 
articulate exclamation he lifted the camera 
above his head and crashed it to the earth 
at her feet. 

“I may be despicable,” he said. “I own 
Iam. But I am not such a thrice-damned 
cur as that!” He swung upon his heel with 
the words and went, breaking his reckless 
way through thorns and bushes. 

The girl was left standing upon the path. 
quite motionless, her bands upon her heart, 
the shattered camera at her feet. 


E reached the inn, and entered the 

little parlor in which he had break- 

fasted. The fire had gone out. The 
place was lighted by a single gas-jet and de- 
serted. He dropped into the horsehair arm- 
chair beside the cold grate and sat there, 
gazing aimlessly before him, almost too 
miserable for thought. He roused himself 
at length, after several inert minutes, to 
order a drink, and got up to search for a 
bell. There was none, but being on his 
feet he glanced around him, and his look 
fell upon a shabby little upright piano 
standing against the wall. The instrument 
was open, and a vagrant impulse moved 
him to sit down before it, since there was 
no other means of announcing his presence. 
His hands hesitated over the keys, and then 
almost mechanically began to play and 
with the notes came words. 


There is a ladye sweet and kind, 

Was never face so piseee’ my mind, 
I did but see her passing by 

And yet I love os till I die! 


His weariness was complete, and he 
could not keep the tears from his eyes, 
but he sang on softly to the end; then, 
becoming aware of someone in the room 
behind him, he spoke over his shoulder, 
not turning. 

“Is anyone there? I’m wet through. I 
wish you'd bring me a drink.” 

There came a little sound, wordless, 
pitiful, uttered in a woman’s voice, and a 
thrill that was like an electric current went 
through him. In a flash he was on his feet. 

“Jeanne! Jeanne!” 

There was more than recognition in his 
cry. It held a longing indescribable. But 
he checked himself on the instant. For 
though it was indeed Jeanne who stood 
there, her pose was that of a frightened bird 
on the verge of taking wing. She stood 
before him speechless, her dark eyes upon 
him, the rain-drops glistening in her dark 
hair. 

She found her voice with an effort. “I 
have come—to tell you something, or— 
perhaps I ought to say—to show you some- 
thing. But it is very difficult. It may 
make you angry.” 

“Nothing will do that,’ Guy said, with 
a shamed memory of his violence all those 
hours before. “You did me an injustice, 
but I can’t complain. I deserved it. 

“What injustice?” she said, and she 
spoke under her breath as if her fear still 
lingered. 

He lowered his own voice instinctively 
in answering her. “When you thought that 
I could be such a brute as to set a trap 
for you—of all people. You whom I would 
die to defend!” 

He saw that her eyes had shed many 
tears since that morning. His heart smote 
him afresh 

“I believe you now,” she said shyly. 

“You do?” He made as if he would 
have taken her hand, but again checked 
himself, for she did not respond. 

“Yes,” she said. “I knew—I knew that 
I had made a mistake when you left me 
this morning. But I didn’t dare to run 
after you and tell you so. I—TI told Aunt 
Jane instead.” The glimmer of a smile 
crossed her pale face. “Aunt Jane is very 
sensible,” she said. 

Guy smiled also, though somewhat 
grimly. “Well, what did Aunt Jane say?” 
he asked. 

“She said it was my own fault—for 
deceiving you, and that I had no right to 
be angry because you were deceived. She 
said you were welcome to her photograph 
as often as you cared to take it—that she 
quite understood your motives, and that— 
that—she would rather like to meet you.” 

“T like Aunt Jane,” said Guy. 

She made a little gesture, deterring him. 
“Yes, she is very good, but—very British— 
very blunt. She. thinks you did wrong—in 
spite of your motives.” 

“Quite true. I did,” said Guy. “But 
anyway—” he smiled more naturally—“I 
didn’t succeed. So—when I’ve gone—you'll 
be—as you were. You have a perfect right 
to protect yourself from it by any means 
that seem good to you.” 

[Turn to page 70] 
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And the best loved 8 


of all was “RAIS 


OW well they kept the glad feast 


days in the olden time! 


The boar, there was, stuffed 
with chestnuts, and a bright red apple 
in his mouth. The roasted peacock with 
its tail spread like a gorgeous fan. The 
parti-colored pastries, the spiced and 
honeyed wines— , 


And then, the best loved delicacy of 
all—the ‘‘raisyns’’ in full, beautiful clus- 
ters, brought from sunny, far-off lands. 


In an old time custom, we still 
pay tribute to their goodness 


Like the lords and ladies of old, we still 
accord the festive bowl of clustered rai- 
sins an honored place at Christmas time. 


But no longer is this delicate fruit a 
luxury from foreign lands — for feast 
days only and for the rich alone. 


From golden California, where the 
vineyards reach away like endless gar- 
dens, it comes to us today abundantly 
in its perfection. 


Here, in clusters of matchless beauty, 
the grapes grow to the fullness of their 
rich, ripe flavor. And here the clean, mel- 
low California sunshine transforms the 


royal fruit, with all its stored up good- 
ness, into Sun- Maid Raisins—large and 
plump and juicy. 


YAT is Christmas 





without its plum ~ ) 
pudding! The free book, 
“Recipes with Raisins,” 
tells how to make it at - f 
its best 


They bring a Christmas richness 
to the foods of every day 


Whether in your Christmas plum pudding 
or in the familiar foods of every day— 
how much of tempting goodness is added 
by this flavory fruit! 


To so many of the old, substantial 
foods—like good white bread, oatmeal, 
and puddings of bread or rice—you can 
give mew goodness, a new appeal to your 
family’s appetite, simply by adding rai- 
sins. Youcan soeasily provide the variety 
that every family craves. 











Sun-Maid 


Seeded — Seedless — Clusters 





Raisins 





Use them lavishly, not only for their 
goodness, but because they carry health 
and extra nourishment. Sun-Maids are 
rich in elements the body needs. They 
help make laxatives unnecessary. 


Send for free recipe book 


Keep the Yule-tide bowl of nuts and 
raisins well filled in your home this 
Christmas time! And for the easiest 
and surest ways of preparing many 
tempting holiday dishes, old and new, 
send for the free book, ‘‘Recipes with 
Raisins.”’ 


It shows you, also, how you can de- 
light your family the year around with 
foods of festive goodness, made with 
raisins. And inexpensively, for raisins 
are cheap this year. Fill in the coupon 
and send for this free book today. 


* * * 


Note: Sun-Maid Raisins are grown by some 
16,000 individual growers with vineyards 
averaging only 20 acres each. Twelve years 
of effort in producing only the best, most per- 
fect raisins under the Sun-Maid name has 
resulted in their supplying 85 per cent of all 
the raisins now used in this country. 





Sun-Maid Raisin Growers Association 
Dept. A-512, Fresno, Calif. 


Please send me a copy of your free book, ‘‘ Recipes 
with Raisins.”’ 
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ringing ‘Yuletide 
Into the Home 


By 


‘Ruby ‘Ross Goodnow 
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A green garlanded entrance like this calls out a cheery greeting 
to every passer-by, and welcomes each guest with true Christ- 
mas hospitality. The green door of this formal town house has 
little gold stars set in the four corners of each panel. At Christ- 
mas time the door is decorated with a long garland of spruce and 
cedar twigs, bound with wire to a heavy rope and crossed with 
bands of Turkey red cotton. On each side of the door is a little 
‘ Christmas tree in a wooden tub 
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The Christmas tree is set in a corner of the living-room. A 

conventional holly wreath is hung against the glass of each 

window, and holly garlands strung on heavy strings are looped 

back against the glass. On each window sill on Christmas Eve a 

candle burns, following an old-time custom which is becoming 
every year more popular in this country 


For Christmas dinner the dining table is covered with a plain 
white cloth on which gilt paper stars are irregularly spotted. A 
pair of candelabra is banked with fruits and sprigs of holly, 
making them appear like miniature Christmas trees laden with 
rich colored fruits. Other candles fastened to weighted discs 
add greatly to the festal effect. Holly leaves form flat wreaths 
round the candelabra and the compote of fruits and candies 














The stockings are hung from the mantel of the living-room. 
Here again a long garland of evergreen leaves is looped over 
the over-mantel mirror carving. A pair of vases at the ends are 
wreathed with holly. and a long garland of holly is fastened 
stoutly with nails at the ends of the mantel. A slender rope of 
laurel and hemlock with its tiny cones would be equally lovely 
and appropriate. From it the stockings hang, plump with 
Santa’s heartiest offerings 
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On this page, Mr. Eggers, one of the 
three partner-members of The Office 
of John Russell Pope, offers to home- 
builders on McCall Street, plans as 
inspiring, at their modest cost, as 
those that the members of this dis- 
tinguished Office might have made 

for a mansion at Newport 











A Home Built Both of Brick and Stucco 


This Eight-Room House Isa Happy Blending of the Romantic Cottage 
Type with Thoroughly Modern Ideals of Comfort and Construction 


By Otto R. Eggers 





Ms | ‘HE average man builds only one 
house in a lifetime. When, there 
fore, he comes to the point of select- 
ing plans and designs he is anxious 

to secure as good a building architecturally, 

with the maximum comfort and space, that 

a wise investment of his money will allow. 

It is with these ideas in mind that this 

house, which may be built at a cost of 

about $16,000, has been’ designed. The 
architecture is of the English cottage type 
which fits into our green suburbs and 
harmonizes with our simple American life. 

It has been planned to build the ex- 
terior from the finished grade to the second 
story of brick. Use any hard, common, 
unselected quality of irregular sizes, shapes 
and random colors, and lay with a light- 
colored mortar. Above the brick, the over- 
hanging second story is to be of cement 
stucco of coarse texture. The trim and 
timber of cypress wood, rough finished and 
stained slightly to allow the weather to 
gray it, and a roof of wood shingles in 
graduated exposures and variegated colors, 
combine effectively with the brick and 
stucco. 

The window sash and frames should be 
of steel with lead divisions and clear, im- 
perfect glass; the gutters and leaders of 
zinc in a corresponding lead color, and the 
entrance and porch floors of tile, brick or 
blue stone. 

So much for the exterior construction, 
which is sound, enduring and architecturally 
pleasing. Within, the house yields every 
comfort and convenience. As shown in the 
accompanying diagrams, the entrance leads 
into a hall large enough for the proper 
receiving of guests, and which allows for the 
placing of a few necessary pieces of furni- 
ture. A coat closet is placed conveniently 
near the front door. 

The living-room has a large open fire- 
place, a broad bay-window looking out on 
the garden, and an entrance to the large 
porch at the rear. The dining-room too, 
opens on this porch, making it a practical 
and pleasant dining-place in summer. A | 
dining-alcove is provided in the kitchen too. 





eCALL’'S offers for sale the 

house plans listed below. Each 
set costs $15.00 and is complete with 
architectural drawings and build- 
ing specifications—an extraordinary 
service as the architects’ usual 
charges are about one-tenth of the 
building cost. Miss Marcia Mead, 
a woman-architect, has collaborated 
with the architects who designed 
the houses, to plan each for the 
convenience of the woman who does 
her own housework. 


Four-Room Cottage, designed 
by Ernest Flagg; see MeCall’s 
for April. To be built for 

‘ $4,000. Suitable investment for 
family income of $2,500, 

Six-Room House, by Clarence 
Stein; see June McCall's. Con- 
struction cost, $8,500, Invest- 
ment for income of $4,000, 

Six-Room Colonial House, by 
Aymar Embury H; see July 
McCall's. Investment for income 
of $5,000. 

Seven-Room Cottage, designed 
by W. D. Foster and Harold 
W. Vassar; see August McCall's. 
Construction cost, $12,000. In- 
vestment for income of $6,000. 

Seven-Room House, designed 
by Grosvenor Atterbury; see 
September issue. Building cost, 
$12,500. Investment for income 
of $7,000. 

Seven-Koom House, designed 
by Frederick Lee Ackerman; see 
October issue, Building cost, 
$12,500. Investment for income 
of $8,000. 

Seven-Room House, designed 
by Dwight James Baum; see 
November issue. Building cost, 
$13,500. Investment for income 
of $10,000. 

Eight-Room House, designed 
by Otto R. Eggers. Cost $16.000. 


Accompanying the blue prints 
and building specifications will be: 
A list of labor-saving devices and 
their approximate cost estimated 
as a suitable investment for each 
house; gardening suggestions for 
beautifying the grounds; sugges- 
tions for interior decoration. 

Address, enclosing money, The 
Service Editor, McCall’s Magazine, 
236 W. 37th St., New York City. 
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BASEMENT-FLOOR PLAN 














PLAN 


FIRST-FLOOR 





Windows .on three sides make the 
kitchen bright, healthful and an agreeable 
place for the woman who does the work 
of the home and must therefore spend many 
hours each day within its walls. Adequate 
space is provided for the range, sink, and 
cupboards of every sort. A generous closet 
in the rear entry serves for stores, and there 
is room in the entry for the ice-box, which 
may be filled from outdoors. A _ passage 
from the kitchen connects with the front 
hall, making it possible for the maid to 
“answer” the bell without passing through 
the other rooms. At the end of this pas- 
sage is a closet for brooms, cleaning ap- 
paratus, and so on. 


LL the bedrooms have windows on two 
sides, assuring plenty of air and sun- 
light. Three baths are provided, one 

of them opening directly from the large 
bedroom to serve as a dressing-room. 

Another broom-closet and a closet for 
linen are provided off the upper hall, and a 
folding stairway leads to the attic which 
has a space for storage. 

The well-lighted basement has room for 
a good-sized laundry, and two generous 
storerooms on either side of the basement 
stairs. Each room is enclosed with par- 
titions and doors, keeping them free from 
coal dust or ashes from the furnace. 

All the walls and ceilings throughout the 
house should be sand-finished, except those 
in the kitchen: and baths, where a hard, 
white enameled finish is more easily 
cleansed. There is no wooden trim round 
the windows in any of the rooms, the 
plaster being carried to the window frames. 
The doors are to be built up, batten doors, 
with a narrow, slightly rounded trim, and 
the specifications call for oak floors in every 
room except the kitchen and baths where 
they are to be of linoleum tile with 
sanitary base. 

This house would appear to its best 
advantage on a lot about 100 feet wide. 
In this case the garage could be placed 
to the left of the kitchen wing with a 
covered passageway between. 


























PLAN 
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$47 or $17? 


Which do you choose 
to pay for this dress? 
O doubt you would look lovely in this 


dress that combines the quaint 
basque with rippling tiers. Perhaps 


you can vision yourself in a shimmering 


old-cedar satin with ivory lace touching the 
throat and banding the slim sleeves. 


In the shop this would cost you at least 
$47. Yet the dress can be yours for $17, for 
material cost is this: 


41/3 yards satin £13.00 
Lace 3.00 
Lining and findings 1.25 

$17.25 


“Oh, yes,” you admit, “if I dared cut 
into satin—if the risk of failure with it were 
no more expensive than with gingham—if 


| I had the artistic touch—!” 








Never fear—the Woman’s Institute can 
help you make this dress and other lovelies 
with the precision of an expert modiste. 
Through a course teaching swiftly costum- 
ing skill, you can design or imitate daytime 
frocks, swagger coat dresses, supple velvet 
evening gowns of slim flowing grace. 


You can learn at home, when hours are 
free. Lesson by lesson—while you learn— 


| the loveliest that fashion offers can become 


swiftly yours. 


It may be you have never slipped needle 
through silk; or imagine you have no talent 
for merging autumn greens and bronze, or 
twisting into tiny scrolls Chinese blue and 
gold. 


The Woman’s Institute summons skill! 
You will be amazed at the ease with which 
you can learn almost at once to create 
clothes of the smartness, the lissome lure 
you want so much right now. Then, of 
course, season after season, your new 
cleverness will win you fresh, charming 
costumes that can mean much in happiness 
—and in dollars saved. 


Let us send you the whole wonderful 
story of the Woman’s Institute and the swift 
way you can have all the beautiful clothes 
you want. If you send a letter, postal, or— 
better still—this convenient coupon, it will 
come to you quickly, 


y WOMAN’S INSTITUTE T 
| Dept. 3-Z, Scranton, Penna. 
| Without cost or obligation, please send me a 
copy of your 48-page booklet, ‘“Making Beautiful 
1 Clothes.” I am most interested in learning 
I 0 How to Plan and Make Attractive Clothes 
i © How to Earn Money Sewing for Others 
[) How to.Become a Professional Dressmaker 
| () How to Design and Make Becoming Hats 
| [) How to Become a Successful Milliner 
LU The Art of Successful Cookery 


ame 
(Please specify whether Mrs. or Miss) 


Address 
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EAT 


Hot Biscuits 
made the Rumford Way 


For Nourishment 


Because of the phosphates 
in RUMFORD BAK- 
ING POWDER, biscuits 
—or muffins, waffles, 
crullers, etc.—are whole- 
some, easy to digest even 
by delicate stomachs, 
when made The Rum- 
ford Way. 


From babyhood onward, 
the system must have 
phosphates to develop 
and maintain health and 
strength—and Rumford 
supplies this vitalizing 
nourishment in abund- 
ance. 


THAT is why foods 
home-baked The Rum- 
ford Wayaresodelicious, 
richin nutriment,whole- 
some, successful in every 
way—why even begin- 
ners can home-bake per- 
fect foods with 


uniyord 


THE WHOLESOME 


BAKING POWDER 


and the simple guidance 
of the Rumford Cook 
Book. 


F Write for“The Rumford 
ree Modern Methodsof Cooking” 
—a book of helpful suggestions and 
exact recipes that enable anyone to pro- 
duce perfect baked foods economically. 
Sent free. Address: 


RUMFORD COMPANY 
Dept. 20 


Providence, R. L. 
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The Passer-By 


(Continued from page 66] 


“Oh, but I haven’t lied about it,” she 
said rather piteously. “My name really is 
Jane Brown. My uncle, M. Brunel, was on 
my mother’s side. You only concluded that 
was my name. I never told you so. And 
I have always been called Jeanne.” 

“And you really painted The Little 
Seamstress,” said Guy. 

Her look was almost apologetic. “Yes. 
I didn’t know it was like me. That was 
unintentional.” 

“It is a beautiful thing,” Guy said with 


sincerity. “Are you doing any more?” 
“Yes.” Very nervously she answered 
him. “That is what Aunt Jane says you 


ought to know I—I have brought it to 
show you. It isn’t yet finished.” 

She went out into the passage, and re- 
turned almost immediately carrying the 
canvas as she had brought it from her easel 
It was not a large picture. She laid it on 
the table before him. 

“It is called—The Perfect Knight,” she 
said tremulously 

And in a moment Guy understood her 
fears and agitations. For the khaki-clad 
figure that looked out from the canvas was 
his own, 

She said simply: “You have always 
been my ideal of the perfect knight.” 

“TI!” Guy turned and faced her. “Shall 
I tell you what I am? I am the most 
contemptable cur that ever lived. I took 
on this job, not because I ever wanted to, 
but because I wanted money so desperately 
badly—not for myself. It was for you.” 

Then very suddenly she left the table 
and came to him, with both her hands out 
stretched. “Captain Vaughan,” she said, 
“you—you may take my portrait and 
and give it to the world. I—I don’t mind. 
I never shall mind again.” 

He took her hands, but he held her from 


him. “What you want,” he said bitterly, 
“is a man—a real man—to protect you 
from curs who do this sort of thing.” 

“T know,” she said. “I know. But’— 
and suddenly a glory shone in her eyes— 
“only the man I love can ever do that. 
Don’t you understand? Oh, don’t you un- 
derstand ?” 

“Do you realize, child, that I have noth- 
ing whatever to offer you?” 

She shook her head again, but now her 
tears were gone. She was laughing tenderly, 
brokenly. “But you are fou to say a 
thing like that! You can offer me more 
than all the world.” 

He drew her to him then. Who could 
resist her? He held her against his heart. 


O luck?” said Big Ben a few days 
N later, as he sat with Guy in his room. 
“Sent you empty away, did she?” 

Guy expanded to the sympathy. “I’ve 
got much more than I went for. Man, 
listen! I’ve found her. And—she is— 
you'll hardly believe it—she is Miss Jane 
Brown.” 

Big Ben was unmoved. “I do believe 
it,” he said. “Anything else?” 

“Anything else—yes. She remembered 
me. And—well, we’re going to get mar- 
ried. But I’m going to find work. I’m 
not going to loaf on her.” 

“Shucks!” said Big Ben. “I con- 
gratulate you both. You'll get on, young 
Guy. I’m ready to back you myself to a 
certain figure. I always knew you were a 
winner. That’s why I sent you on this 
job.” 

“But I haven’t done it,” Guy pro- 
tested. “It was too low a game to play.” 

Big Ben looked him straight in the eyes. 
“You’ve done—exactly what I meant you 
to do,” he said. 


The Red Sweater 


(Continued from page 63] 


go—to come back home with him; but in- 
stead he said, “It won’t take you long to 
save up that money, Effie.” 

“Not long—maybe.” 

A streamer of thin light pierced the 
gloom of the tawdry room. It turned to 
pale gold the tangled mesh of his daughter’s 
hair. He turned to go. The scorn in her 
face hurt him, reproached him. She could 
not understand that it was hard for him, 
that he suffered at the thought of giving 
her up even for a little while. But forty- 
eight dollars was a good deal of money. 
He could not afford to just let it go. It 
would not take her long to earn that. She 
would save it very soon. She would not 
like to come home feeling that she had 
taken that money from him without re- 
placing it. 

“You can get ma to send my things out 
to me here.” 

As Hiram went out of the hotel into 
the opalescence of the new day, he thought 
wistfully of his daughter, standing slim and 
white and scornful, against the footboard 
of the bed. 


HE house seemed strangely bleak and 

harsh in the early-morning light. He 

noticed the dead sweet-pea_ vines 
clinging to the strings Effie had trained up 
along the side walls. He opened the back 
door and let himself softly into the house. 
He sat down in his favorite chair beside 
the cold stove. In a few minutes his wife 
would be getting up. 

Suddenly’ he caught sight of something 
lying on the side table. He crossed the 
room and picked up the sweater he had 
bought for Effie the evening before. He 
looked at it curiously. Strange creatures, 
women! Queer how a little thing like the 
color of a garment could upset them like 
that. 

The thought of his daughter’s tear- 
stained face, of her quivering lips as she 


had faced him in that hotel room clutched 
at his heart. empty silence of the room 
appalled him; the thought that she was 
not asleep upstairs filled him with dull 
horror. It was inconceivable that she 
would not come down in a little while, 
that he would not see her moving about 
the kitchen. 

Suddenly he noticed that the hanging 
lamp in the hall was still burning. His 
wife must have left it lit for him all night. 
He crossed to it, reached up and put it out. 
As he did so a glitter of steel on the hat- 
rack caught his eye. A pair of new ice 
skates hung by fresh straps, half hidden 
under young Tom’s muffler. His mother 
must have given the boy some of her own 
preserve-money to get them. 


IRAM was suddenly conscious of a 

loneliness so poignant that it hurt— 

stabbing jealousy. The boy was his 
wife’s; but Effie, the girl, belonged to him. 
For a moment he stood staring distastefully 
at the skates. What had he done? What 
kind of fool had he been? He had given 
up his girl, lost her maybe, because of a 
cheap, miserable sweater. His wife ran no 
such risks with the treasure of her son’s 
love. She bound him to her with the gift 
of her devotion. 

Why not? She was right. It was the 
privilege of parents to give and yet to give 
still more. What would life be if it were 
not for Effie? A great light seemed to 
break in upon him, a hard coldness to melt 
within him. He flung wide the front door. 
A flood of Christmas sunshine enfolded him 
as he stepped out of the house. 

His wife’s voice called to him from the 
head of the stairs. “Hiram, is that you? 
Where’s you goin’?” 

There was the calm of victory in 
Hiram’s eyes. 

“To get Effie that red sweater and fetch 
her back home.” 
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them, write to The Mc 


No. Cts.! No. Cts. | No. Cts | No. Cts, | No. Cts. 
2240..30 3280..30 }3311..20|3343..25 | 3387..25 
2436..30 3281..40 | 3313..15 | 3346..35 | 3388. .25 
2453..30 3282..25 | 3314..30| 3352..35| 3393..30 
2489..35 3283..40 | 3319..35|3354..35 3396..30 
2834..30 | 3292..20 | 3324. .30| 3356..30| 3397..45 
2982..35 3300..25 |3331..25|3358..40| 3398..25 
3116..15 | 3306..35 | 3336..40 | 3380..30 | 3399..25 
3181..40 3307..35 | 3337..35 | 3985..30) 3402..45 
3188..25 3308..15 | 3342..25 | 3386..25 | 3403..25 
3220..30 | | 
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Leading dealers meotty everywhere sell McCall Patterns. If you find that you can’t secure 

all Company, 232-250 West 37th Street, New York City, or to the 
nearest Branch Office, stating number and size desired and enclosing the price stated below in 
stamps or money order. Branch Offices, 208-12 So. Jefferson St., Chicago, Ill., 140 Second 
St., San Franciso, Cal, 82 N. Pryor St., Atlanta, Ga. 70 Bond St., Toronto, Can. 


EMBROIDERY PATTERNS 


No. Cts.| No. Cts.| No. Cts.| No. Cts.|No. Cts.| No. Cts.| No. Cts.| No. Cts. 
695..20) 819..20)/1093..40)1157..35/1192..25|1224..40) 1287..35/1310..25 
723..20) 888..20/1096..25|1170..40/1193..40 1249..40/1201..40 1313..40 
779..20|1072..25|1130..40/1174..40|1213..25/1261..25,1300..40,1314..40 


McCal/ Patterns 


No. Cts.| No. Cts.] No. Cts.! No. Cts.! No. Cts. 
3404..30) 3420..30) 3470.. 3479..45 5 
3407..25 | 3421..45| 3471.. 


4 : 45 

45) 3480..30 3489..45 
3408. .30 | 3425..30| 3472..2 

4 

4 


5 
5 

5 3481..35 3490..45 
3410..45 | 3428. .40 | 3473..45 | 3482..35 | 3492..30 
3415..35 | 3440..30| 3474..45 | 3483..35 | 3493..15 
3416..45 3446..25| 3475..45 | 3484..35 | 3496..20 
3417..30 | 3467..35| 3476..35| 3485..45 3497..45 
3418..35 | 3468..45 | 3477..35| 3486..30 3498..30 
3419..45 3469..45 | 3478..45 | 3487..30 3500..30 

1 ! | 

















Does the Future Hold 
Premature Gray Hair 
For You? 


There comes a time in the life of 
every woman when that first gray 
hair—the sign-post of age—appears. 
To some, gray hair creeps in prema- 
turely, stamping them old _ before 
their time. Perhaps Nature has been 
unkind to you. If so, don’t fret 
about it. 


Tint Gray Hair Safely 


Safely, quickly, easily overcome that 
tell-tale gray with Brownatone. No 
matter what the original color of your 
hair, Brownatone will match it per- 
fectly. Thousands of women with 
gray, faded or bleached locks have 
been made happy by this remarkable 
hair tint. In just a few minutes, 
without fuss or muss, your gray hair 
will be harmlessly transformed to its 
youthful color and splendor. 


BROWNATONE 


Tints Gray Hair Any Shade 


For many years Brownatone has proven 
the most satisfactory immediate hair tint 
on the market. Druggists everywhere 
attest to its popularity and wonderful re- 
sults. Women who try it once will have 
no other. 


Beware of Imitations 


Many so-called color restorers § 
and hair dyes appear from time 
to time. Women are induced 
to try them, often with injurious 
results to their hair or skin. 
Don’t be misled. Follow the 
example set by thousands of 
satisfied women. They know > 
that Brownatone, guaranteed t 
absolutely harmless, is the best. } 
Try it and you will knowit,too. 


For Sale at drug and depart- 
ment stores. Two sizes: 50c 
and $1.50. 


- 


let on the hair will be sent on 
ii receipt of 1oc to cover postage 
@ and packing. 


= 


4 Trial bottle with valuable book- | 
bi 


J The Kenton Pharmacal 
y Company 


409 Coppin Building 
Covington, Ky. 









7 Canada Address: ‘ Rv 
‘a, Windsor, Ont. i™~ 


’ 
= NaTone Lemonated Shampoo 
nature’s hair wash, cleanses 
ini and beautifies. At dealers 
EE or direct, 50c. 
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| Greater Loveliness 


i 

4 

¥ | 
\ for your 
Furniture 


EW depths to the coloring, new 
beauties of the grain, and a de- 
lightful cleanliness and newness— 
whether your furniture be mahogany, 
walnut, oak or maple—all result from 

7 the use on your dustcloth of 


F \NQNND | 
NOR 


With the ease of dusting, it removes 
all traces of dullness and age, and 
prolongs the life of the finish. 


Truly wonderful results, at such a 
small cost! Buy Liquid Veneer at 
any hardware, grocery, = or 
housefurnishing store. 30c, 60c and 
$1.25. 


BUFFALO SPECIALTY CO. 
373 Ellicott St. Buffalo, N.Y. 

















& The Great Quality Finish 


EARN iene 


OU can make $15 to $60 weekly in your spare time 











writing show cards. No canvassing or soliciting. 
We instruct you by our new simple Directograph 
system, pay you cash each week and guarantee you 
steady work. Write for full particulars and free 


booklet. 
WEST -ANGUS SHOW CARD SERVICE LIMITED 
Authorized Capital $1,250,000.00 


110 Colborne Building Toronto, Can. 


KNITTING WOOLS 


HIGHEST QUALITY HAND KNITTING YARNS 
Worsted ilk & Wool 

Per oz. . (4c oes Oz. . 22¢ 
250 Samples on y ltd 


THE CLIVEDEN COMPANY . 
419 C High Street Germantown, Phila., Pa. 


Sos | 


A quality Initial Belt Buckle—beautiful hammered 
nic. silver. Price $1.00. Initial Belt Chain to match, 
Order $1.00. Genuine Cowhide Black Leather Belt, 75c. 




















N. COMBINATION orren- —Ail three, In fancy gift on pecece $2.50 
ow Specify initial and length of be 

for DEALERS; re rite for details of 3 doz. ives 
Xmas R. M. GLOVER MFG. CO., Dept. 16 


1040 Wayne St. Detroit, Mich. 


MOST DELIGHTFUL CHRISTMAS GIFTS 


Name in Gold Pencil Sets for Everybody 








= 1—Six Pencils (assorted co 
ocket LEATHER Case with NAME « +t in 22 


— various colored Pencils and Penholder in Purple or 
NGieen LEATHER Coin Pock ot Case with name in 22 karat Gold°S1.00 


Three Pencils (assorted co! ) and fancy shades embossed 
ee *TEATaER Case with NAME pate in 22 karat Gold 60 cts. 








———— 
JA. WATSON 


No. A—Guaranteed 14 KT GOLD self filling NAME Fountain Pen $2.25 





No. B—Ladies’ 14 Karat GOLD self filling NAME Fountain Pen $2.50 
Order bu} No. Print fo yo ne . red Pare Order. 
or Insur reel. 
ae ee szira fo or _ Rapiater na 


BALLARD PENCIL CO. 


250 West 54th Street, New York City 

















With Christmas 
Good Wishes 


HE wreaths are hung at the windows, 
the Christmas candles are lighted, the 
Christmas trees are decked with gifts 
—everything is ready for the coming 

of Santa Claus. 

The presents he brings are of every 
kind—practical gifts and beautiful gifts— 
and for every member of the family. And 
now McCall’s wants to add another gift. 

Here on the shelves of our Service 
Library are rows of little volumes which 
treat of every phase of homemaking. Each 
has been prepared by a specialist in that 
particular field. So that the information it 
gives is exact and authoritative. 

We want you to choose any two of the 
booklets listed here, and let us send them 
to you without charge, as McCall’s Christ- 
mas gift to you: 

A Group or Littte Homes, compiled by 
Robert Cummings Wiseman. Photographs and 
plans of twelve charming small houses—to be 
built at a cost ranging from $6,000 to $12,000. 

Down THE Garpen Patnu, by Dorothy 
Giles, of the Garden Club of America. 
Practical directions for gardening. 


Tue House or Goop Taste, by Ruby 
Ross Goodnow. Lovely photographs of still 
lovelier interiors suggesting how you can 
beautify the rooms of your home. 


THe Mecpern Home: How to Equip it 
with Mechanical Servants and Manage it 
Wisely, by Lillian Purdy Goldsborough. 
Labor-saving equipment and management for 
the servantless home. 


Menus For Two Weeks, by Doctor E. V. 
McCollum, School of Hygiene and Public 
Health, Johns Hopkins University. No charge 
for this leaflet. 


Some Reasons Wuy In Cookery, by 
May B. Van Arsdale, Head of the Department 
of Foods and Cookery, Teachers College, Col 
umbia University; Day Monroe and Mary I. 
Barber. Recipes based on safe, sure 
laNoratory tests, for delicious candies, cakes, 
frostings, salad dressings, ices and ice-creams, 
chocolate dishes. 

Trme-Savinc Cookery, prepared under the 
direction of Sarah Field Splint. Menus and 
recipes for use of package and prepared foods 


Master-Recires, by F. G. O. Wizardry 
in cookery! One hundred and sixty entranc- 
ing recipes found in 16 master-recipes! 


Wuat To Serve at Parties, compiled by 
Lilian M. Gunn, Department of Foods and 
Cookery, Teachers College, Columbia Univer- 
sity. Delicious menus and recipes. 

Tue Frrenpty Motuer: A Book of Pre- 
natal Mothercraft, by Helen Johnson Keyes; 
approved by Franklin A. Dorman, M.D., Head 
of the Maternity Division of The Woman’s 
Hospital, New York City. For the expectant 
mother. 

Tue Frrenpty Basy, by Helen Johnson 
Keyes; approved by Charles Gilmore Kerley, 
M. D. On the care and feeding of children 

Parties ALL THE YEAR, by Claudia M 
Fitzgerald. Costumes, stunts, invitations, 
“eats,” plans for everything that creates the 
successful party. 

More Parties, by Claudia M. Fitzgerald 
Better suggestions—if possible!—than in 
“Parties All The Year.” 

ENTERTAINING WITHOUT A Marp, by Edna 
Sibley Tipton. To serve the meals correctly, 
easily, beautifully, for guests or just for the 
family. 

SpenpiInc THe Famity Income: Why 
true economy means living by a plan. 

A Boox or MANNERS: The etiquette of 
various occasions. 

Tue Brive’s Own Boox: For weddings 
in church or home. 

A Littte Book or Goop Looxs: A 
Common Sense Guide to Personal Loveliness. 
Outlines the methods used in Fifth Avenue’s 
most famous “beauty salons.”’ For scientific 
accuracy, approved by Dr. Fred Wise, Adjunct 
Professor of Dermatology, College of Physicians 
and Surgeons, Columbia University. 


The regular price of each booklet is ten 
cents, and any number may be ordered at 
that rate if you.want to give some away 
as Christmas gifts. Address: The Service 
Editor, McCall’s Magazine, 236 West 37th 
Street, New York City. 

















outh learns the secre 


of prolonging youth 


their continued use tend only 
to aggravate the condition and 
often lead to permanent injury. 


O matter what their actual 

years, youthful people are 
always attractive. Vivacious and 
happy-spirited they are invested 
with an irresistible charm. Life 
accords them a full measure of 
interest and enjoyment. 


Only in recent years have we 
learned that Time does not 
cause the departure of youth 
and attractiveness, but destruc- 
tive poisons that originate and 
remain in the body. 


Medical science is today giving 
its attention to the insidious 
and deadly poisons that form 
in sluggish intestines, says a 
noted health authority. Many 
bodily and mental ills, he adds, 
arise from this condition. Diz- 
ziness, headache, biliousness 
and excessive nervousness have 
their almost certain origin in 
clogging of the intestine. It is 
the commonest source of pre- 
mature old age. 


The skin soon registers the 
effect of intestinal poisoning 
in pimples, sallow, muddy, 
roughened or blotched com- 
plexion. Still worse conditions 
make their appearance after a 
time, and according to eminent 
physicians, this continual poi- 
soning often results in the 
gravest diseases of life. 


Do not sacrifice your youth and 
attractiveness by neglect of in- 
ternal cleanliness. Every head- 
ache, bilious attack, or sleepless 
night leaves its aging mark on 
your body. They warn that 
you are subject to faulty elim- 
ination. 


Laxatives and cathartics do not 


overcome faulty elimination, 
says a noted authority, but by 


Nujol 


REG US PAT OFF. 


Makes you vegylay as clockwork 





How To Overcome Faulty 
Elimination 
Through knowledge gained ot 
the intestinal tract by X-ray 
observation and exhaustive 
tests, medical science has found 
in /ubrication the best means of 
overcoming faulty elimination. 
The gentle lubricant, Nujol, 
penetrates and softens the hard 
food waste. Thus it enables 
Nature to secure regular, thor- 
ough elimination. Nujol is 
not a laxative. Nujol hastens 
the rate of flow of the intesti- 
nal stream, preventing intesti- 

nal sluggishness. 


Nujol is used in leading hos- 
pitals and is prescribed by phy- 
sicians throughout the world 
for the relief of faulty elimi- 
nation in people of all ages, 


Remember, continued youth 
and attractiveness depend up- 
on internal cleanliness. Main- 
tain it by taking Nujol as 
regularly as you wash your 
face or brush your teeth. Nujol 
is not a medicine and cannot 
cause distress. Like pure water, 
it is harmless. Nujol promotes 
the habit of internal cleanli- 
ness—the healthiest habit in 
the world. Keep a bottle of 
Nujol in the bathroom cabinet 
as a daily reminder. For sale 


by all druggists. 





Guaranteed Standard 
by Nujol Oil Co, 
Laboratories (New Jerser) 


FREE TRIAL BOTTLE! 


Nujol, Room812B,7 Hanover Sq., N.Y. 
For this coupon and 10 cents, stamps 
or coin, to cover packing and postage, 
please send me a trial bottle of Nujol 
and 16-page booklet,Faulty Elimina- 
tion.” (For booklet only, check here © 
and send without money.) 





NAME 
ADDRESS. 
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i Wn) )6Your Hand-made Lingerie 
‘ + e 
) Will Equal the Finest 
| ; | TOW HERE does fine handwork count for more 
a than on dainty underthings—a delicate insertion, 
. effective edge, or set-in medallion of crochet adds 
{ charm and distinction to the simplest garment. With 


your crochet hook and Clark’s O. N. T. Mercerized 
Crochet you can fashion lingerie as beautiful and 
becoming as the most expensive. 
For trousseaux or gifts or for one’s own wear, the de- 
signs in this book will offer many happy suggestions, 
for in addition to the yokes and insertions applied to 
; undergarments, Clark’s O. N. T. Book No. 18 con- 
| tains a number of useful new edgings and insertions 
j which will interest every needlewoman. 


send us Ten Cent 


V. 7. Book N 18 


THE SPOOL COTTON CO., 


Dept. 184, 315 Fourth Ave., N. Y. C. 


| Always use 
| CLARK'S 
C O.N.T. 3 
foes m ie). 


jor every purpose \ 


” The Prettiest Crochet Designs® 















Small Tots’ Embroidered Party Frocks 








With Special 
Transfers 


Included 








ors 
| \ | | 3484 Dress 
| with 
| | Bloomers 
; \ ~ 2 to 6 years 
\ A te A Price, 
\ } ” 35 cents 
, pee } | with 
~ Ee Transfer 
3482 Dress 
2 to 6 years 
Price, 35 cents 
With Transfer —_—-- 














\ 3483 





~S Dress 
2to8 we 348: Dress 
qome 2 4. years 
rice, rice, 
35 cents 35 cents 
with wit 
Transfer Transfer 


484—Child’s Dress with Bloomers and Special 
rice, 35 cents. In 3 sizes, 2 to 6 years. Size ransfer. Price, 35 cents. In 3 sizes, 2 to 6 
4 requires 134 yards of 36-inch material, 5% years. Size 4 requires 17% yards of 36-inch 
yards of %-inch lace edging, 2 skeins of 6- material, 8 skeins of silk twist (colors and 
strand cotton. stitches described in pattern). 

483—Child’s Dress with Special Transfer. 481—Child’s Dress with Special Transfer. 
rice, 35 cents. In 4 sizes, 2 to 8 years. ice, 35 cents. In 4 sizes, 2 to 8 years. Size 
Size 4 requires 1% yards of 32-inch material, 4 requires 1 yard of 36-inch material, 1% 
% yard of 32-inch contrasting, 1 skein each of yards of 36-inch contrasting, 5 skeins of 6- 
6-strand cotton in 5 colors. strand cotton (colors and stitches described in 
1326—Transfer Pattern for Two Pillow Dolls pattern). 

and Noah’s Ark Bag. Price, 40 cents. Yellow. 1327—Transfer Pattern for Two Pillow Dolls. 
Includes transfer and printed pattern for Price, 30 cents. Yellow. Includes transfer 
Elephant 10% inches high, Teddy Bear, 16 and printed pattern for Kitty and Bunny, each 
inches high, Ark 17% x 30 inches finished. measuring 18 inches high when finished. 


 lipegy Dress with Special Transfer. 





How to Obtain McCall Patterns 


Leading dealers nearly everywhere sell McCall Patterns. If you find that you can’t secure them, 
write to The McCall Company, 232-250 W. 37th St., New York City, or to the nearest Branch 
Office, 208-212 S. Jefferson St., Chicago, Ill.; 140 Second St., San Francisco, Cal.; 82 N. Pryor 
St., Atlanta, Ga.; 70 Bond St., Toronto, Canada. 
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No. 3497, Lapres’ aNp Misses’ S.1p- 
On Dress. Size 36 requires 334 
yards of 40-inch material, 1% yards 
of 40-inch contrasting. Width, 1% 
yards. Embroidery No. 1130 com- 
bines braid and embroidery, making 
an effective border. 
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No. 3492, Lapres’ Princess Biovuse 
Size 36 requires 314 yards of 36-inch 
material. 


Ow 


wy 


No. 3480, Lapres’ CamisoLe SKIRT. 
Size 36 requires 2% yards of 36-inch 
material; camisole, 34 yard of 32- 
inch. Width, 13¢ yards. For other 
view see page 78. 


Oro 


No. 3500, Lapres’ Princess BLouse 
Size 36 requires 3 yards of 36-inch 
material. The Chinese influence is 
seen in this long blouse and is further 
emphasized by Chinese Embroidery 
No. 1313 developed in colors if used 
by way of trimming. 


FO Oe 


No. 3490, Lapres’ AND MuIssEs’ ? 
Dress. Size 36 requires 44% yards » 
of 40-inch material. Width, 13% 4 
yards. Smart in satin or velvet. $ 

» 


No. 3474, Lapres’ Dress. Size 36 
requires 5 yards of 40-inch material. 
Width, 1% yards. Colored cross- 
stitch is ever favored and most 
charming in Embroidery No. 1193 
which may be used on this dress. 


4| 

>! 3500 Blouse 

q 7 sizes, 34-46 
3480 Skirt 

7 sizes, 34-46 

Emb. No, 1313 


No. 3488, Lapres’ AND Misses’ Dress. 
Size 36 requires 23 yards of 54-inch 
material, 134 yards of 18-inch for |>> 
bands. Width, 1% yards, ¢ 
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3497 Dress 3492 Blouse | 

7 sizes, 14-16 6 sizes, 34-44 , 
36-44 3480 Skirt € 

Emb. No. 1130 7 sizes, 34-46 


y THE OUTLOOK 
wg By 


ANNE RITTENHOUSE 










ELL us of hats,” say women. By all means. They 
are the most important part of a costume to those 
whose creed is that the choice of the hat should be 
first and gowns should follow. Truly they can 
make or mar the worst and the best of frocks. 

There is this much to be said of fashion in hats: they 
can be large or small. No style dominates the others. The 
sectional crown invented by one milliner to give variety to 
the ubiquitous cloche has grown somewhat too popular to 
suit those who like to keep out of the crowd. Yet the 
cloche, which is the commonest form of hat worn this 
season, runs along merrily without a shadow on its path. 
In felt, in velvet, in satin, plain and embroidered, decorated 
with a ribbon cockade or downward falling plumage, it is 
the choice of the majority who merely want to follow the 
fashion and of the fastidious minority who insist upon being 
different, but never can be in America. 

The student’s beret is immense in its best adaptation. It 
is nearly always of velvet. The crown is pulled out and up 
into astonishing width and height. Decoration has slight 
chance of getting a foothold there. It is omitted. Small 
as the turbans and helmets are to be this winter, they have 
the remnants of a brim. It disappears, often, in the back, be- 
cause it hits the nape of the neck and gives an awkward stoop 
to the head, a bit too goose-like for the average woman. 

The Dutch bonnet with outstanding ear flaps of fur is 
the new contribution by milliners to the public. It has 
great charm, but woe to the woman who wears it without 
excuse, despite her memory of how Irene Castle once looked 
in it. There are Cavalier hats for the dignified women. 
They have sweeping plumage falling downward. Nothing 
goes up. Nothing falls down the back but a lace veil; 
other things fall over one shoulder or both. 

[Turn to page 74] 
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e 3474 Dress 


‘ 7 sizes, 34-46 
3490 Dres: 47% Emb. No. 1193 
7 sizes, 14-16 rs 


36-44 











3488 Dress 
6 sizes, 14-16 
36-42 
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3467 Dress 3397 Dress . 
7 sizes, 14-16 7 »s, 34-46 : 
36-44 7 sizes, > 


Emb. No. 1287 
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Parisian Ingenuity Shows 


No End of Variety 
The Outlook 


[Continued from page 73] 











ROWNS continue large and 
high. Every woman should 
match the width of the crown to 
her cheekbones, choosing it larger 
rather than smaller. Black retains 
its power, although the milliners 
are fighting for purple. Brown is 
excellent. Blue and red are a bit 
wearisome to the eye. 

There is a revival of veils by 
the milliners and a desire for 
them by women who like to pro- 
tect the face from dust and who 
never believe they are well fitted 
out for the street unless the face 
is covered, slight though the 
covering may be. Oriental as 
this feeling is, there is no doubt 
a Y that it exists. 
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[Turn to page 75] 




















No. 3397, Lapres’ Dress. Size 36 
requires 444 yards of 40-inch ma- 
terial, 4% yard of 36-inch con- 
trasting. Width, 1% yards. 


Dress. Size 36 









No. 3467, Lapies’ AND MuIssEs’ 
Sirp-On Dress. Size 36 requires 
3% yards of 54-inch material. 
Width, 1% yards. Colored wools. 
worked in a design such as Em- 
broidery No. 1287, furnish smart 
trimming 




















| would be effective. 


No. 3479, Lapres’ AND MissEs’ 
Sirp-On Dress. Size 36 requires 
3% yards of 40-inch material, 
34 yard of 40-inch contrasting. 
Width, 1% yards. Embroidery 
No. 1313 gives the popular 
Chinese ornamentation. 












134 yards. 
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$468 Dress 











No. 3468, Lapres’ aNp Misses’ Sirp-On 
Dress. Size 36 requires 27g yards of 
54-inch material. Width, 134 yards. 
Embroidery No. 1093 in heavy silk floss 
would add a bright touch. 



















No. 3470, Lapres’ Dress. Size 36 re- 
quires 334 yards of 36-inch material. 
Width, 1% yards. 
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> 3479 Dress 3471 Dress 3475 Dress 
3470 Dress 6 a ee 8 sizes, 14-16 8 -— ~ 


5 sizes, 34-42 3407-3397 Emb. No. 1313 Emd. Ro 1292 


3477 Dress 
9 sizes, 34-50 


No. 3477, LAapDIeEs’ 


re- 


quires 37 yards of 40- 
inch. Width, 1% yards. 


No. 3471, Lapres’ AND 
Misses’ Dress. Size 36. 
requires 13@ yards of 
i 40-inch, 2 yards of 36- 
inch for skirt. Width, 

134 yards. Embroidery 
No. 1291 in_ beads 


No. 3475, Lapies’ AND 
Misses’ Dress. Size 36, 
444 yards of 40-inch; 
front, sleeves, collar, 114 
yards of 40-inch. Width, 
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Pleats Are Still Honored 


So Are Flounces 







The Outlook 


[Continued from page 74] 3473 Dress 
8 sizes, 14-16 


36-46 






HE young woman seems to 

prefer the Venetian masque 
veil which is part and parcel of 
the revived Venetian tricorne. It 
is full of coquetry and allure. It 
lends softness and mystery to the 
eyes, a truth which the Ren- 
aissance women borrowed from 
the ancients. 

The sport veil of Palm Beach 
continued its popularity at New- 
port during the summer and will 
be reinstated in fashion when the 
Florida season opens. It is truly 
Oriental as it hangs from the sides 
of the hat, covering all the face 
except the eyes and shielding the 
bare neck from sunburn. It is 

“Turn to page 82] 






























3476 Dress 
10 sizes, 14-16 
36-50 


No. 3485, Lapres’ AND MuissEs’ 
Dress. Size 36 requires 3%4 yards 
of 54-inch. Width, 2% yards. 
Motifs may be worked in silk 
floss from Embroidery No. 723. 


No. 347 3, 
LALIES’ AND 
Misses’ S.ip- 
On Dress. Size 
36 requires 3% 
yards of 36- 
inch material, 2 
yards of 40- 
inch chiffon. 
Width, 1% 









3485 Dress 


6 sizes, 14-16 






No. 3476, Lapres’ AND MuIssEs’ 
Sirp-On Dress. Size 36, 4 yards 
of 40-inch, 344 yard of 36-inch 
contrasting. Width, 1% yards. 





36-42 
Emb. No, 723 










No. 3410, Lapres’ aNp MIssEs’ yards. 
Strp-On Dress. Size 36 requires 
3¥g yards of 36-inch material, 35 No. 3497, 






LADIES’ AND 
Misses’ S.ipP- 
On Dress. Size 
36 requires 334 
yards of 40- 
inch material, 
1% yards of 
40-inch con 
trasting. Width, 
1% yards. 


yards of 36-inch contrasting. 
Width, 1% yards. 


No. 3475, Lapies’ aND Misses’ 
Dress. Size 36 requires 2% 
yards of 54-inch material, 344 yard 
of 36-inch contrasting. Width, 
134 yards. Braiding from Em- 
broidery No. 888 may be used. 
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3478 Dress 
10 sizes, 14-16 
36-50 
Emb. No. 1314 
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3489 Dress 


7 sizes, 14-16 
36-44 
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No. 3489, Lapres’ AND Misses’ Dress. 
Size 36 requires 53% yards of 36-inch 
material. Width, 1) yards. 
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No. 3478, Lapies’ AND Missgs’ Dress. 
Size 36 requires 25g yards of 40-inch 
material, 134 yards of 40-inch for waist. 
Width, 13% yards. Darning-stitch Em- 
broidery No. 1314 is suggested to trim. 

















3475 Dress 
8 sizes,14-16 





3497 Dress 
7 sizes, 14-16 
36-44 





36-46 j : 
Emb. No. 888 3473 3410 3489 34u7 
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Fur-Trimmed Coats and Tiered Frocks Figure in the Mode 



















No. 3358, Laptes’ 


Misses’ Svurt-Coat 


yards. 


3402 Dress 


4 sizes, 14-20 





3419 Dress 
4 sizes, 14-20 
Emb. No. 888 





3469 Dress WF 
4 sizes, 14-20 







3415 Dress 
8 sizes, 14-16 
36-46 
Emb. No. 1157 
























No. 3469, Misses’ 
Dress. Size 16 requires 
43g yards of 40-inch 








' material and 4 yard of ; 

3428 Coat 36-inch contrasting. 4 

5 aaa : 4-16 Width, 134 yards, { 

3 

\ No. 3402, Misses’ 4 

y Dress. Size 16 requires 4 
he 3 yards of 36-inch ma- 


terial and 234 yards of 
40-inch contrasting. 
Width, 13¢ yards. 














No. 3419, Misses’ Strp-On Dress. Size 16 f 
requires 2'g yards of 54-inch material. Width, 2 
3 yards. Embroidery No. 888 worked in { 
soutache may be used for trimming. 














No. 3415, Lapres’ ANp Misses’ Dress. Size A 4 
16 requires 3’ yards of 36-inch material 
Width, 15¢ yards. Roses in silk from Em- 1 
broidery No. 1157 are smart at the waistline \.j 
















No. 3428, Lapres’ AND Misses’ Coat. Size 16 
requires 3 yards of 54-inch material and % 


yard of 54-inch fur cloth. Width, 13¢ yards 





No. 3336, Lapres’ ANp Misses’ Coat. Size 36 
requires 35¢ yards of 54-inch material and 234 
yards of ribbon for the sash. Width, 25¢ yards, 
Motifs in wool from Embroidery No. 779 may 
be effectively placed above the flounce 
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No. 3416, Lapres’ 
AND Misses’ Dress. 
Size 36 requires 234 
yards of 54-inch ma- | 
terial. Width, 13% $ 
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| i 3358 Coat yards Embroidery fp ' 
oP 3336 oat -y | A. ” ton, Se No. 1300 worked in fS .  pradgre ; 
oie) | A CU 63 Uy 2240 Skirt heavy silk floss is 3644 
Emb. No. 779 3402 3428 3415 3419 3469 3336 3358 7 sizes, 24-36 suggested. Emb. No. 1300 





3416 


AND 
No 


2240, Lapies’ Two-P1ece 
Sxirt. Medium size 
quires 33@ yards of 54-inch 
material for the coat and 
skirt. Width of skirt, 134 


re- 
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These Winter Styles Concentrate on Simplicity Plus Chic 


3418 Dress 
6 sizes, 14-16 
36-42 


No. 3418, Lapres’ AND 
Misses’ Strp-On Dress. 
Size 16 requires 2% 
yards of 54-inch ma- 
terial. Width at lower 
edge, 24 yards. Suit- 
able for twill, serge or 
jersey. 



























3410 Dress 
7 sizes, 14-16 
36-44 


1 4 sizes, 
4. 


No. 3181, Lapres 







40-inch material, 
yards of 8-inch ri 


No. 3282, Laptes’ 


54-inch mater 
Width, 13% yards. 


No. 3410, Lapres’ AND Misses’ 
Stir-On Dress. Size 16 re- 
quires 3 yards of 40-inch ma- 
terial, 4% yard of 36-inch for 
yoke. Width at lower edge, 114 
yards. 





No. 3397, Laptes’ Dress. Size 
36 Fequires 454 yards of 36-inch 
material. Width, 1'4 yards. 
Embroidery No. 1170, a design 
of simple stitches in which 
color may be introduced, would 
be most attractive trimming. 





No. 3283, Lapres’ AND MIssEs’ 
Care. Small size requires 234 
yards of 54-inch material, 27% 
yards of 36-inch for lining. 
Width at the lower edge, 1% 
yards, 
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3283 Cape WS 3397 Dress 
Small, medium _ 7 sizes, 34-46 
large Emb. No, 1170 


3469 Dress 


3181 Coat 
5 sizes, 14-16 


36-40 
3282 Skirt 
6 sizes, 24-34 


Misses’ Coat. Size 36 
requires 24% yards of 


Piece Skirt. Size 28 
requires 2% yards of 


3418 3410 3469 3181 3281 3283 3397 
3282 















14-20 


’ AND 
24% 
bbon. 


Two- 


ial. 
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No. 3469, Mi1sseEs’ DRESS; 
three-piece skirt. Size 16 re- 
quires 27% yards of 40-inch 
velvet, 34 yard of 40-inch for 
sleeves. Width, 13% yards. 
Especially smart in velvet. 













No. 3281, Lapres’ AND Misses’ 
Coat. Size 16 requires 21% 
yards of 54-inch material, 27% 
yards of 36-inch lining. Width, 
14% yards. 


No. 3421, Lapt1es’ Sim-On 
Dress. Size 36 requires 3% 
yards of 54-inch material, % 
yard of 40-inch contrasting. 
Width, 2% yards. Dainty 
sprays from Embroidery No. 
1261 may be used on the lingerie 
collar and cuffs. 
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"3281 Coat 
6 sizes, 14-16 
; 36-42 
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i mecessary as a sewing machine. 
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DRESS MAKING 
nd 9-08) Dae OF. e—® 4 


$ Will Bring 
3 This ACME 

Dress Form 

into Your Home 








Makes Dressmaking a § 
Pleasure andSatisfaction -_ 
you can easily and accurately | 

reproduce the most stylish fitting FR 
dresses over an Acme Dress Form. | 
It makes fitting and draping the Bj 
easiest part of dressmaking. It's as E 







An Ideal Xmas Present 
For You or Your Friends 
“Duplicates any Figure” 
ADJUSTABLE ? 


— 
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ADJUSTABLE AND CGLLAPSIBLE 


The Neck, Shoulders, Bust, Waist, Hips, 
and Skirt are each independently adjust- 
able to any required measurements. More 
than a hundred independent “combination 
adjustments” so that t# will exactly repro 
duce any desired size, style or figure. When 
not in use it COLLAPSES te half ite 
size like illustration below. 
















ADJUSTABLE 
AND COLLAPSIBLE 


C711LC 


DRESS FORM 
INTO YOUR HOME 





SPECIAL OFFER 


In order to encourage Home Dressmaking 
and help you to economically reproduce 
the most stylish fashions shown in this 
magazine, we are manufacturing 10,000 
improved Acme Forms to be sold on 













Easy Payment Terms— —, 
Remit $3 and we will send you our 
guaranteed $15 Acme Collapsible Dress 
Form. Pay the balance of $12 at only 
$3 per month. 
Tem Days Trial 
If unsatisfactory return form and 
we'll gladly refund your 








pay 












Latest = 
Style 2 
Improved 5 | 
1924 E 
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Indispensable for Home Dressmaking. 
300,000 Satisfied Users. 


An Acme Form will last a lifetime. It is ad- 
yu tab to any size and sty le change It 
willenable you to reproduce quickly and 
easily allt atest fashions. You can have 
good looking dresses and be the envy of 
your friend 


Take advantage of Our Special Sale 


tj offer and send your order today. 
es 

-~----MAIL COUPON TODAY----- i 
! 
; Acme Sales Co. 
Dept. 12 G-380 Throop Ave., Brooklyn, N.Y. ; 
; Gentlemen:—Send me at once full illustrated | 
| Catalog with detailed information, or better still, | 
I enclose $3 for immediate shipment of an; 
Acme on “10 DAYS TRIAL’’ AND “EASY | 
| PAYMENT TERMS.’’ : 
‘ 
SPO cc Kecececcesoedesccccece 

! 

| Address TTT TT TITTTTTTT Titre ! 
i | 
Cnceemunthatemnemanances tapdnah © en 4-than: Gp.0bk-ame ap ual 
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New Style Notes Enter Into 
Blouses and Skirts 
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3408 Blouse 


7 sizes, 34-46 


Emb 


3500 Blouse 


7 sizes, 34-46 


No. 3408, Lapres’ Jacket Biovuse. Size 36 
requires 244 yards of 36-inch material, 5¢ 
yard of 36-inch for collar and cuffs. Smart 
in velvet or satin. 

No. 3404, Lapres’ Jacket Biovse. Size 36 
requires 25¢ yards of 36-inch material. 
Handwork in darning-stitch and French 
knots from Embroidery No. 1249 would 
give added distinction to this blouse. 


No. 3500, Lapres’ Princess Biovuse. Size 
36 requires 23g yards of 40-inch material, 
14 yard of 40-inch contrasting. The long 
straight blouse is one of the new fashion 
developments. 

No. 3116, Lapres’ BRASSIERE Size 36 re- 
quires 5¢ yard of 27-inch material or 
yard of 36-inch 


No. 3425, Lapres’ BLroomers. Size 28 re- 
quires 2% yards of 36-inch material with 
kneebands, 176 yards of 36-inch without. 


No. 3480, Lapres’ CamisoLe Skirt. Size 
36 requires 24% yards of 54-inch material, 
3% yard of 32-inch for camisole. Width, 
13@ yards. 


7 size 





s, 34-46 
No. 1249 


No. 3440, Lapres’ Camrt- 
sOLE Skirt. Size 36, 2 
yards 48-inch; camisole, 
¥% yard of 32-inch. 


Vidth, 134 yards. 


No. 3398, Laprgs’ AND 
Misses’ CostuME S.IP. 
Size 36, 3 yards 36-inch. 
Width, 1% yards. 






3440 Skirt 
7 sizes, 34-46 
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3116 Brassiere 
10 sizes, 34-52 
3425 Bloomers 


8 sizes, 28-42 
































3398 Slip 
8 sizes, 14-16 
36-46 





3480 Skirt J 


7 sizes, 34-46 
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; . The Overblouse Lengthens 
Though Skirts Do Not 








3420 Blouse 


9 sizes, 34-50 


we 





3492 Blouse 
6 sizes, 34-44 
Emb. No, 819 
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3403 Blouse 
7 sizes, 34-46 t 


No. 3446, Lapres’ AND Misses’ CostuME S.Ip; in- 
verted pleat at back. Size 36 requires 3 yards of 36- 
inch material. Width at lower edge, 11% yards. 


No. 3498, Lapres’ AND Misses’ Payamas. Medium 
size requires 34% yards of 36-inch material and 1 yard 
of 36-inch contrasting for bands. 


No. 3420, Lapres’ Biouse. Size 36 requires 1% yards 
of 40-inch figured material and 1% yards of 18-inch 
plain. Suitable for satin, crépe de Chine or velvet. 


No. 3492, Laprges’ Princess Biouse. Size 36 requires 
3% yards of 36-inch material. A fitting decoration 
for this smart new blouse is soutache braiding which 
may be worked from Embroidery No. 819. 


No. 3403, Lapres’ Stip-ON Buiovuse. Size 36 requires 
2 yards of 36-inch material. The design is appropriate 
for jersey, velvet or heavy silk. 


No. 3380, Lapres’ CamiIsoLe Sxirt. Size 36 requires 
2% yards of 40-inch material, 14% yards of 36-inch 
contrasting; camisole, 34 yard of 36-inch. Width, 
2 yards. 


No. 3220, Lapres’ PLeatep Skirt. Size 36 requires 
2% yards of 54-inch material; camisole, 34 yard of 
32-inch. Width, 27% yards. 























After his death, a scientific examination of 
his vocal mechanism revealed the superb de- 
velopment af his Hyo-Glossus muscle-—the 
secret of Carusay tremendous vocal power 


Strengthen 
pour Hyo-Glossus 


~and YOUR Voice 
will be Powerful, 
Rich,Compelling 


Be normal human being has 





a Hyo-Glossus muscle in his or 

her throat. A few very fortunate 
persons—like the late Caruso—are born 
with the ability to sing well. But even 
Caruso had to work many years devel- 
oping that muscie before his voice was 
perfect. Whether your voice is strong or 
weak, pleasant or unpleasant, melodious 
or harsh, you cah have a beautiful sing- 
ing or speaking voice if that muscle is 
developed by correct training. 


The Great Discovery 


Professor Feuchtinger, A. M.— 
famous in the music centers of Europe 
—discovered the secret of the Hyo- 
Glossus muscle. He devoted years of 
his life to scientific research and finally 
perfected a system of voice training 
that will develop your Hyo-Glossus 
muscle by simple, silent exercises right 
in your own home, 


Opera Stars His Students 


Since the Professor brought his dis- 
covery to America, orators, choir 
singers, club women, preachers and 
teachers—over 10,000 happy pupils 
have received his wonderful training. 

There is nothing complicated about 
the Professor’s methods. They ere 
ideally adapted for correspondence in- 
struction. The exercises are silent. You 
can practise them in the privacy of your 
own home. The results are sure. 


100% Improvement 
Guaranteed 


The Perfect Voice Institute guaran- 
tees that Prof. Feuchtinger’s method 
will improve your voice 109%. You are 
to be your own judge—take this train- 
ing —if your voice is not improved 
100% in your own opinion, we will 
refund your money. 


Send for Free Book 


Send us the coupon below and we'll send 
you FREE this valuable work on the Perfect 
Voice. Prof. Feuchtinger is glad to give you 
this book. You assume no obligations but 
you will do yourself a great and lasting good 
by studying it. It may be the first step in 
your career. Do not delay. 


Mail the coupon today. 


ssoesess Perfect Voice Institute ssusscess 
1922 Sunnyside Ave., Studio 20-89 Chicago 


Please send me FREE Professor Feuchtinger’s book, 
“Enter Your World.”’ I have i X opposite the sub- 
ject that interests me most. assume co obligation 


whatever, 

cece Singing. ... Speaking. .....Stammering. ... ..Weak Voice 
NGI ......ccccccvccsccccsscccccsccccccosoccssooccccooonce 
Add688.......sssesseeesecscerssressrecsesssessrsese esveee 
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* Also the fav 


grandmother's time’’ 


OrQaory 
HOSIERY 


For. generations 
the Gordon name 
on hosiery has 
stood for the same 
dependably dura- 
ble quality, com- 
bined with stylish 
appearance. Sold 
in all good shops 
everywhere. 


To get the best 
always ask for 
Gordon Hosiery 
by name. 


BROWN DURRELL COMPANY 


Gordon Hosiery - Forest Mills Underwear 


New York Boston 














ts, Combinati 
| No. 3313, Cump’s Batn- " / ombination j Be 
| : dil “pppoe Facies“ i 6 sizes, 4-14 
ROBE, Size 2 requires 24% Emb. No. 1072 3342 Dress 
| yards of 27-inch material. No. 3311. Grru’s Set or ' 5 sizes 
, se = . 6 mos. to 
: : i UnpbERWEAR. Size 4, 1 yard 5 6 years 
No 3292, CHILD'S Pa- of 36-inch material. Emb. No. 1192 
JAMAS. Size 4 _ requires 
2¥% yards of 36-inch ma- No. 3493, Gir_’s ComBINA- 3308 
terial. For cotton crépe or 719N UNDERGARMENT. Size pe 
flanelette. 6, 1% yards of 36-inch. A 4 Dettionet | 
; 7 monogram from Em- to 3 years 
No. 3308, City’s Ger-  pbroidery No. 1072. will Emb. No. 317 
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Pajamas 
5 sizes, 2-10 







3311 Set of 


Underwear 
6 sizes,2-12 








3313 Bathrobe 


7 sizes, 6 mos.-10 years 




























TRUDE Petticoat. Size 2 please the small person. 
requires 1'¢ yards of 36- 
inch material. For a finish No. 3342, CHuttp’s Dress 





the scalloped edge Em- witn YoxKeE. Size 2 re- 
broidery No. 317 is recom- quires 114 yards of 32-inch i. 
mended as especially suit- material. Made of cham- 
able bray and smocked in \. 


colors, using Embroidery 
* . <<. 
No. 1192, would be pleasing. =- 7 
aon 


No. 3331, CHttp’s Dress 
WITH BLoomMeErs. Size 6 

















- requires 34% yards of 36 
yj inch material. Embroidery 
No. 1192 may be used for 
smocking. 
ay pea. 
aan ot 
or ras | 
/ =} 3331 Dress | 
| 
| 


4 sizes, 2-8 | 
Emb. No, 1192 | 








> 
a ~ : 
| \¢ .- z # is 
? er s \ Hot 
\ A 
3188 Dress il'e 
a 5 sizes, 6-14 
; No. 3188, Girt’s Dress ‘ amd 
; “ ae ress 
WITH GuIMPE. Size 8 re- § sizes 
; quires 17¢ yards of 36-inch | 6-14 
material, 114 yards of 36- Gum. Ho 
2 inch for guimpe. | 
| 
| | 
| \ No. 3487, Grrt’s Sire-ON 











| Dress. Size 8 requires 134 
| \ yards of 36-inch material. 
“ \ Trimming may be de- 
\ veloped from Embroidery 

. No. 1174. 


| \ \ \ 
, \ HZ 
j j . \ 
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| No. 3314, Girt’s Dress 
witH GuImre. Size 10 
requires 44 yard of 36- 
inch material for waist, 
1% yards of 48-inch for 
fomy EE skirt, 1% yards of 36- 
\ inch for guimpe. 
> No. 3396, GIRL’s 
pate N A KNICKER Dress. Size 
Emb, No, 1213 : 12 requires 3 yards 
j uae atediet | 
No. 3280, Grrt’s j Initials in an _ oval | 
Dress. Size 10 re- monogram may be \ 
quires 24 yards of placed on the sleeve 
36-inch material. 3396 Knicker- using Embroidery No. 
Flower motifs bocker Dress 1257 if desired. 
worked in French 6 sizes, 4-14 
knots and outline- Emb. No. 1257 No. 3496, CHILD’sS 
stitch from Em- A J Unton Suir. Size 8 
broidery No. -+@ J e requires 154 yards of j 
would be very dainty 3314 Dress 32-inch material. 


5 sizes, 6-14 


eqineyat fi 
: tu ae : 3496 Union Suit 


4 sizes, 4-10 
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Small Folks’ Styles for @ 


No. 3387, Cup's Coat; 
with yoke. Size 4 re- 
quires 1% yards of 54-inch 
material and 154 yards of 
36-inch for lining. 








No. 3487, Girt’s Sirp-ON 
Dress. Size 14 requires 314 
yards of 36-inch material. 







































6 sizes, 6 mos. to 6 years 
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3387 Coat 


XS 


3343 Coat 
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3487 Dress 
5 sizes, 6-14 
For back 
views see 
page 82 . \ 
ry 
| \ 
| \ 
3486 Dress 
5 sizes, 6-14 
a 
- 
ae 
‘st 
@ 
3386 Dress 3417 Dress 
5 sizes, 2-10 5 sizes, 6-14 


Emb. No. 1224 


—_—_—__— 


No. 3356, Giru’s Dress. Size 
8 requires 2% yards of 40- 
inch material; contrasting, 
yard of 21-inch. 


No. 3496, Cunitp’s UNION 
Suit. Size 6 requires 2% 
yards of 32-inch material. 


No. 3493, Girt’s ComBINA- 
TION UNDERGARMENT. Size 6 
requires 15@ yards of 36-inch. 
The spray in eyelets and satin- 
stitch from Embroidery No. 
695 is dainty for decoration. 


No. 3486, Giru’s Dress ; three- 
piece straight skirt. Size 12, 
2% yards of 36-inch, 4% yard 
of 36-inch contrasting. 


No. 3386, CuHrip’s S.iip-ONn 
Dress. Size 2 requires 7% 
yard of 36-inch material, 1 
yard of 40-inch contrasting. 


No. 3417, Grrt’s Siip-On 
Dress. Size 6 requires 154 
yards of 36-inch material. 


Colored embroidery in darn- 
ing- and satin-stitch from 
Embroidery No. 1224 is sug- 
gested. 


No. 3472, Littte Boy’s Suir. 
Size 4, 1546 yards 36-inch ma- 
terial, 4 yard 36-inch con- 
trasting. Outline figures worked 
from Embroidery No. 1310 
would be charming. 


No. 3407, 
Dress. 


Cutp’s Sirp-On 
Size 4 requires 1% 
yards of 36-inch material; 
bands, % yard of 36-inch. 
Embroidery No. 1096 furnishes 
appliqué flowers for trimming. 


No. 3399, Cu1Lp’s Sup- 
On Dress. Size 2 re- 
quires 1% yards of 36- 


inch material. 








3496 


Union Suit 
4 sizes, 4-10 


Outdoors and Indoors 


3388 Coat 
6 sizes, 1-10 





KS 


3493 C 
6 sizes, 4-14 


Emb 


No. 3343, CH1ILD’s 
Coat. Size 6 requires 
134 yards of 54-inch 
material and 11% yards 
of 36-inch for lining. 


No. 3388, CHILD’sS 
FrareE Coat; inverted 
pleat at back. Size 4 
requires 13@ yards of 
54-inch material; lin- 
ing, 1% yards of 36- 
inch. 





3356 Dress 
5 sizes, 6-14 
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3399 Dress 3472 Suit 3407 Dress 
5 sizes, 2-10 4 sizes, 2-6 . 5 sizes, 2-10 
Emb. No. 1310 Emb. No. 1096 
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Kigauo's 
Ti Nena 
Coffret N® C 


@: 5 
Kigauo’s 
Mi Tlena 
Coffret N° B 


‘Rigauo’s 


Presen lation 
Sets 


Mary Garden—This gra- 
cious scent suggests a vivid, 
glowing personality. 

Mi Nena 
ing, rare 
creation. 
Un Air Embaume—The 
most unusual of Rigaud’s 
scents, — “that indehnable 
aura which betokens the pres- 
ence of beautiful women.”’ 


Exquisite, allur- 
Rigaud’s newest 


Your druggist or department 
store has these Rigaud’s 
Presentation Sets—simple or 
elaborate, as you prefer. The 
name Rigaud is your assur- 
ance of pure ingredients and 
exquisite packaging. 
Parrumerie Ricaup, 
106 Rue de la Paix, Paris 
Gro. BorGretpot & Co. 
111-119 E. 16th Street, New York 
Sole Distributors 
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Kigaud’s 
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Coffret N®°7 
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Mary Garden 
Coffret N° 4 
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eReT 


offer— 


send $3.00. 


McCALL’S 


Name 


omplete 


yee 


with Garmest 


For one subscription send $1.00. 
$1.50. For three subscriptions send $2.25. 


McCall's 


For each Christmas Gift subscription that you order, 
to you a beautiful Christmas gift card which you can give to your friends on 
Christmas morning. 


McCall's to several friends. 
tiring shopping in bustling crowds. 





u will receive 


You 
calls (hag gaunt 


for the next yeat 3 





i 
= A beautiful reprodu 


Magazine. Gi 


She will really receive tw 
a gift every month in the y 


MSCALL'S 


MAGAZINE 


for Only *15° 


For two su 
For fc 


hrsimas Greting- Ptr 





ction in four colors of the 
v will be supplied by 


painting shown above ! 
McCall's on all Christmas Gift subscriptions. 


The Best of All Gifts 


A most delightful and fashionable gift this season 
is a subscription to McCall’s 
to a friend you want to remember in a particularly 
pleasant way. 
stead of one 

| bring a reminder of you and your friendship. McCall’s 
wants to share in the gift, and makes you this special 


ive McCall’s 


elve gifts in- 
ear that will 


2 One Year Subscriptions | 


One of the two subscriptions may be your own, and the other a 
gift, or both subscriptions may be gift subscriptions. 
cents. The subscriptions may be new, or renewal, in which case the 
renewal subscription will start when the present subscription expires. 


You save 50 


bscriptions send 
yur subscriptions 


Will Send You a Christmas Card 


For You To Give Each Friend 


This Easy, Pleasant Way ? 


MAGAZINE, 
250 West 37th St., New York, N. \ 


i accept McCall's Christmas Offer and enclose $ 
McCall's Magazine to the addresses given below 


McCall’s will mail 


You will be proud of this artistic card, beautifully illustrated in four 
colors and suitably inscribed with your good wishes. 
receive a special envelope so that after you have written your own name on 
the card you may give it to your friend by mail or in person. 


With each card you will 


You will be proud, too, of the Christmas gift that you make to your friend 

because the next twelve issues of McCall’s will contain the greatest novels 

of the year, the most beautiful pictures, the most popular stories, the famous 

McCall style designs. 
, 


Why Not Solve Your Christmas Problem 


What an easy way this is to solve your Christmas problem. A _ sub- 
scription to McCall’s is sure to be a particularly apprec 
There will be no rush to get down-town—no 
You don’t even need to leave your home. 
All you have to do is to fill out and mail the special order blank below! 


Mail Your Order At Once 


iated gift. Give 


for which send 





Name 


Geeantete 
Address 








Complete 
Address 





Be BOOMEG. ccccce 


If you wish 
m a separate piece of paper 


on Christmas morning. 


order more subscriptions, send the additional n 


Please send me Christmas cards so that I may give one to each friend 


ames and addresses 
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The Outlook 


[Continued from page 75] 


not worn for reasons of modesty, but for 
protection. It is in chiffon edged with 
Roman stripes or Moroccan triangles in 
plain colors. The chiffon is neutral or 
brightly colored to match some part of the 
costume. 

The veil that is snugly pinned beneath 
the chin has no place in millinery, but the 
decorative veil is well-considered by those 
who insist the cloche needs a softer out- 
line; its harshness makes it impossible for 
certain types of faces. 

Valentine About, of Paris, who has had 
marked success this season, uses the veil 
on a majority of the new shapes. The 
famous Rose Descat cloche of felt with a 
sort of Maltese cross of pleated ribbon 
placed on edge against a loose crown band 
of ribbon, has a lace veil carelessly hanging 
from the brim. There are black helmets 
covered with gold and black lace veils. 

The searcher after smart new clothes will 
be tempted to spend money on fur without 
stint. It decorates most of the new gar- 
ments. Whatever the animal, its pelt is 
made wearable. Antelope and gazelle have 
given their lives to our adornment; all the 
foxes are available; the coon and possum 
adorn heavy coats; caracul in beige and 
black is well-liked; summer ermine is hard 
to get, but demanded by fashion. The 
sharp interest in the fashionable furs lies, 
to the average woman, in their possibilities 
for decoration. She may like to know that 
evening frocks are not too gorgeous nor 
costly to adopt peltry as the reason for 
their beauty. Three-quarter coats, which 
continue in fashion and dominate all other 
wraps and suit-coats, are bordered with fur 
when they wish to have an air of distinc- 
tion. One of the new tricks is to swing 
bushy fox tails on braid streamers from the 
front of a topcoat collar. 

The searcher will find that short sleeves 
still hold a strong place, because of their 
comfort, but long tight sleeves are chosen 
for coats, tailored frocks, formal blouses. 
Many long sleeves are widened by circular 
pieces above the elbow and often decorated 
with colorful embroidery. 

Day coats that cover the one-piece 
frock as well as coats that serve as part of 
a suit have high collars; they are easily 
turned into sumplice revers when the wearer 
finds them too uncomfortably hot. One of 
the best of the new three-quarter coats that 
accompanies a short, plain skirt has a high 
collar made of the fabric pleated in and 
out. It looks as though some child handed 
it in as kindergarten work. It is matched 
by a border on the hem of the coat. 

Skirts for winter carry their gaiety in 
front; the back is sober and Puritan in 
appearance. There are aprons tied about 
the waist with bright ribbon streamers; 
there are tiers of fine pleating; there are 
circular ruffles or godets that end abruptly 
at each side. A clever trick is to make the 
apron so that it will serve as an ornamental 
cape, its streamers acting as a belt at the 
hips. This is a part of the effort to per- 
suade women to build frocks that carry 
variety in their make-up. 

What is popularly known as the coat- 
frock has not vanished into the shadows 
because of its wide acceptance last winter. 
It might be advertised as houses are, “with 
all the conveniences.” It carries a_ silk 
lining in an opposing color, it wraps across 
the figure, and fastens with an ornamental 
buckle, usually some Chinese thing, at one 
hip. The lowered waistline is suggested by 
the loose draping of the fabric into the 
buckle. Lines go straight across the ab- 
domen this season, not on the bias. Belts 
and drapery are omitted from the back by 
those who can stand the effect of the fabric 
hanging plumb from shoulder to hem 

With the three-quarter coat a success, 
it was easy to guess that the long tunic 
would share its position of power. It is 
built of printed and embroidered fabric, of 
plain velvet embroidered in gold thread, in 
crépe satin for gay occasions. 

The demand and the desire for East 
Indian prints and embroideries, also the 
flat kind of the Indo-China have not died 
down. It is difficult to wear the flamboyant 
Chinese figurations and their gold thread 
embroidery, but the small design, wonder- 
fully well printed, or worked out with floss, 
has every chance of remaining in style 
throughout the cold weather season. 
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| MilderMusterole 











for Small Children 


Thousands of mothers tell us 
they would not be without 
Children’s Musterole, the new 
and milder form of good old 
Musterole especially pre- 
pared for use on babies and 
small children. 

In the dead of night, when they are 
awakened by the warning, croupy 
cough, they rub the clean, white oint- 
ment gently over the child’s throat 
and chest and then go back to bed. 

Children’s Musterole, like regular 
Musterole, penetrates the skin with a 
warming tingle and goes quickly to the 
seat of the trouble. 

It does not blister like the old-fash- 
joned mustard plaster and it is not 
messy to apply. 

Made from pure oil of mustard, it 
takes the kink out of stiff necks, makes 
sore throats well, stops croupy coughs 
and colds. In jars, : 

The Musterole Co., Cleveland, Ohio 


CHILDREN’S 








3 maura $1 


—Ideal Xmas Gifts 
EST fibre silk, knitted, 


in three beautiful new 
patterns — Grand, Su- 
perior and Diamond Knit; 
three colors. In attractive holly 
box—three ties, $1. Check, money 
order or stamps. Postage prepaid. 
If for any reason goods are not 
satisfactory, return and money re- 
funded. Good Xmas proposition 
for agents, church fairs, carnivals. 
Bank reference, Citizens Trust Co. 


FISHER KNITTING CO. 
1038 Jefferson Ave. Buffalo, N. Y. 
































' Introducing New Style Guaranteed 
If Hosiery Latest shades and styles 
i Big profits. Repeat orders bring 
you regular income You write 
orders, we deliver and collect. Ex 
perience unnecessary. Lee Higgins 
made $21.45 first day. Amanda 
Hall, Texas, $30.53 profit first 


= order. (Sworn proof.) Elezant out 
=. fit furnished All colors, grades 
Sa including silks, wool, heathers. 


__ Mac-0-Chee Mills Company, Desk 23312, Cincinnati, 0. 


High School Course 
2 Years this simplided 4 


inside two . Meets all requirements for en- 
trance to and the leading Grotessions.. 7 is 
Five Bulletins Beod fori TODAY. i 
AM AN SCHOOL 

Drexel Av. & 56th St. Oa 8.1923 OHICAGO 










You can_ complete 



















rt@ you can keep them safe and 
enjoy them = ways. 


counters ev. They 
= the only Quick, x ogy 
lo No Fold way, to moun’ 
Printe, A dime brings 1 
end sam Write 


uys ENGEL Mra. ¢ co. 
ZOO Deol. 182 4711 N. Clark St. 





VaudevilleActs 
Be ene PLAYS ireseeitee 
-—F Make-up Seale SRE 


¥.s. OT a og a ae 36, CHICAGO 











Your 
Be 


Should be a 

~/ healthy, happy 
* growing baby if it 
= loving care, 
per food and 
culate clothing. 


New 64-page catalog of 
baby goods sent free 


Describes and Pas trates baby and maternity goods 
of every kind. Shows 24 styles of white embroidered 
flannels, infants’ complete outfits, separate articles, 
rubber goods, baby baskets, hundreds of necessary 
articles for mothers and the baby. Suggestions and 
information on care and feeding of the baby of prac- 
tical value to the expectant mother. Copy sent free 
on request. FREE Sample Case 
contains samples of the famous 

NON-NETTLE WHITE FLANNELS 
sold by us exclusively, the softest, smoothest baby 
flannels known. Samples of baby white goods, 
dimities, long cloth, natnsook, batiste, antiseptic 
diaper cloth, rubber sheeting, etc. 








17 Modern Paper Patterns 25c 
Complete set of 17 patterns for baby’s first ward- 
robe, including 9 patterns usually sold at 25c each. 
THE LAMSON BROS. CO., 342 Summit St., Toledo, 0. 
Established in 1885. nown around the globe. 
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Sittle accidents at home 


Nature heals only whena wound 
is clean. Absorbine, Jr. not only 
guards against infection but per- 
mits this process of mending to 
begin. 

It also allays the pain, hastens 
the rebuilding of the tissues and 
so lessens the period in which in- 
fection might enter. 

It acts at once in the dual capac- 
ity of a safe, dependable antiseptic 
and a soothing, healing liniment. 

Asa double first aid in emergen- 
cies Absorbine, Jr. has earned a 
never-empty place in many thou- 
sands of home medicine cabinets. 
It possesses a clean, agreeable odor 
and is pleasant to use. 
Cleansin g At most druggists’, $1.25, or postpaid. 
Sooth ing Liberal trial bottle, 10c.,postpaid. 

, W. F. YOUNG, Inc. 
Healing 595 Lyman St., Springfield, Mass. 


|AbsorbineJ 
Dye Old, Faded 
Things Like New 











Sweaters Waists Draperies 
Skirts Dresses Ginghams 
Coats Kimonos Stockings 


Diamond Dyes 


Each 15-cent package” of ‘‘ Diamond 
Dyes” contains directions so simple any 
woman can dye or tint any old, worn, 
faded thing new, even if she has never 
lyed before. Drugstores sell all colors. 
Wells & Richardson Co., Burlington, Vt. 


Materni 


M ATERNITY apparel! with no ma- 
4¥i ternity look. 52-page style book, 
dresses, coats, corsets, underwear. 
Patented features provide ample expan- 
sion. Clever designing conceals condi- 
tion- This Book sent FREE Write today. 
Address Dept.9/ 
Sane Hryant Spesca Fink Ave NOW ork 


EARN MONEY 
in SPARE TIME 




















Earn $10 to $15 a week Extra. 
Spare time only. Sell the produc 





today without obligation for free 
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omenenell 








_ 


ink of Christnit 





CHILDREN'S DRE 


Teaay to-Embroider 
make ideal gifts 


D.M.C. 


ROMPER No. 2339 
Made of fine unbleached 
muslin, trimming in 
blue linene. 

Sizes—/, 2 and 3 


$1.75 


At your dealers 
or write to 
G. REIS & BRO., Inc. 
900 Broadway, N.Y. City 
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| Our Monthly 
| Dressmaking Hints 


By Marjorie Kinney 


Supervisor of Clothing, School of Household 
Science and Arts, Pratt Institute 


A Few Helpful Suggestions 
About Set-In Sleeves 


HE first picture shows how to pin 
and adjust a sleeve in a_ regular 


armhole. 


The shoulder and underarm seams 


of the dress and the sleeve seam are first 
stitched, then holding the inside of the gar- 


ment toward you, pin in the sleeve, setting 
the right side of the sleeve to the right side 
notches 
Use many pins, pinning across 


of the 
matched. 
the seam as shown in the picture so that 
they will not interfere with the small bast- 
ing stitches which must be used. Ease in 
the fulness of the sleeve to the armhole, 
holding the sleeve uppermost as you pin. 


garment, corresponding 





A good pattern always allows an inch 
or more fulness around the top of the sleeve. 
This fulness is edsily distributed so that 
your sleeve looks plain and flat if care 
is taken by holding the sleeve toward you 
as you baste it in, keeping the notches care- 
fully matched. 

Try on your garment; if the sleeve 
swings to the front rip it out and move 
the whole sleeve around so that the sleeve 
seam will be nearer the back of the arm- 
hole. If the sleeve swings to the back 
move it around in the armhole so that the 
sleeve seam is nearer the front of the arm- 
hole. 

The illustrations below show how to set 
a sleeve in a shirt or tailored shirtwaist. 
This method is generally used for middy 
blouses. Do not seam up the sleeve or the 








Fig. 3 


underarm of the garment, only the shoulder 
Pin and baste in the sleeve, notches 


seams. 
matched, setting it in with the right side 
of the sleeve to the right side of the shirt, 
always holding the sleeve toward you as you 
work. 

Shirt sleeves are generally finished 
around the armhole with a flat fell seam 
about three-eighths of an inch wide. 
fell is made before the sleeve is sewed to- 
gether. The picture (Fig. 3) shows the 
right side of the finished fell. The sleeve 
and underarm seams are finished in one 
continuous flat fell seam. 


This 

















Lingeite 


Everybody thinks its silk 


























The More Dainty You Are, 
The More You Like It! 


INGETTE combines the softness 

and luster of silk with the sturdi- 

ness and extra wear of cotton. Lingette 

can be thoroughly cleansed in warm 

suds, It is quite the best fabric you can 

buy for lingerie, petticoats, bloomers, 

princess slips, coat linings, negli- 

@ gees, pajamas, children’s dresses, 
Not genuine unless 


The name is on the selvage, 
or the label is in the garment, 












Frep Burrerrietp & Co., Inc. 
363 Broadway, Dept. K, New York, N. Y, 


Makers of the famous 
Yormandy Voile 
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a BUTTERFIELD Quality FABRIC - 








GIFT, no matter how slight the 

cost, that carries with it the 
friendly message of thoughtfulness, is 
always appreciated. 

That is why Armand Cold Cream 
Powder has become the happy gift 
choice of so many women. This won- 
derful Armand powder—the original 
cold cream powder, was the first to 
show women how they could be sure 
of looking their loveliest, at all times. 
Armand is giving them the joy of an 
attractive appearance, every day the 
year through. As a gift, it expresses 
your message graciously, perfectly. 

Included in every dainty little pink- 
and-white hat-box, is the Armand 
“Creed of Beauty,” a little booklet 
that is helping women the world over 
to possess the charm of a beautiful 
complexion. 


Armand Cold Cream Powder is 
always $1.00 everywhere. Armand 
Compacte, in handsome gold-lacquer 
box, is $1.00 also. Other Armand 
toilet things are 50 cents to $10.00. 


ARMAND—Des Moines 


ARMAND 


COLD CREAM POWDER 
In The LITTLE PINK & WHITE BOXES 
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Suit “ y 


7 sizes, 8-1 


, “” 
36-42 


years ae 
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3300 Hats for Fancy Dress 
1 ze 25 inches 

No. 3300, Hats ror Fancy Dress. Here are 
hats for all costumes including Napoleon hat, 
jester’s cap, Dutch hat, witch’s hat, clown 
hat, a crown and a mask 
No, 3337, Mernuisto Suit; for men and 
bovs. Size 36 requires 55¢ yards of 36-inch 


material and 1% yards of 36-inch contrast- 


ing for ruffle 


No. 2436, Clown Suit; for men and boys 
Medium size requires 4'4 yards each of two 
materials 36 inches wide, 1% yards of 
6%4-inch ruffling for neck, 


YY 
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3300 Hats for 
Fancy Dress 
1 size, 25 inches 
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3306 
Colonial 
Suit 
8 sizes,6-12 
years 


34-44 


2982 Fancy 
Dress Costume 
5 sizes, 34-42 





Uncle Sam and His Guests Make Merry 
At The Masquerade 


No. 2982, Lapres’ Fancy Dress. Size 36 
requires 3!4 yards of 36-inch material for 
skirt, 234 yards of 27-inch for panniers, 1% 
yards of 36-inch for basque, 134 yards of 40- 
inch for fichu and sleeve ruffles, 


No. 3306, Corontat Suit; for men and boys. 
Size 36 requires 3 yards of 36-inch for coat; 
facing and hat, 1 yard of 36-inch; 134 yards 
of 36-inch for trousers; 44 yard of 27-inch for 
vest; 5g yard of 40-inch for ruffles, 


4. . 


3354 Fancy 
Dress Romper 
6 sizes, 14-16 
36-42 


SL 





2489 Uncle 
Sam Suit 
4 sizes, 28-40 
3319 Wooden 
Soldier Suit 


7 sizes, 6-12 years 
36-44 


No. 2489, Uncrte Sam Svutt; for men and 
boys. Size 36 requires 3 yards of 36-inch 
material for coat, 234 yards of 36-inch for 
trousers, 44 yard of 32-inch for vest front. 


No. 3319, Woopven Soxtprer Suit; for men 
and boys. Size 12 requires 4 yards of 36- 
inch material. This costume has been added 
to the list of favorite masquerade costumes. 


No. 3354, Lapres’ AND Misses’ Fancy Dress 
Romper. Size 16 requires 374 yards of 36- 
inch material, 44 yard of 36-inch contrasting. 
A novel idea for fancy dress. 
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2453 Chinese 
Fancy Costume 
Small, medium, large 


3393 Dutch Costume 


5 sizes, 6-14 


No. 2453, Lapres’ AND Misses’ CHINESE 
Fancy Costume. Medium size requires 35% 
yards of 36-inch material for jacket and 2% 
yards of 36-inch for trousers. 


No. 3393, Grrx’s DutcH Costume. Size 10 

requires 314 yards of 32-inch material, 254 

yards of 36-inch striped; kerchief, 1 yard of 
-inch; cap, 4 yard of 27-inch. 


No. 3385, Boy’s DutcH Costume. Size 10 
equires 13g yards of 32-inch material for 
waist, 4% yards of 27-inch for trousers and 
kerchief, 3¢ yard of 27-inch for cap. 


2834 
Clown 
Suit 
Small 
medium 

large 


3324 
Scotch 
Costume 
5 sizes, 6-14 


3385 Dutch Costume 
5 sizes, 6-14 


3307 
Domino 
Small medium 
large 





3346 Sheik Costume 
4 sizes, 34-44 
3352 
Turkish Costume 
Small, medium, large 
No. 3307, Lapies’ AND Musses’ Domino 


Picturesque National Costumes From Many 


Far-Away Lands 


No. 3346, SHerk Costume; for men. Size 36 
requires 6% yards of 36-inch material, 34 
yard of 36-inch for bolero and 3% yard of 
27-inch for girdle. Gay colors should be 
used for this costume. 


No. 3352, Lapres’ AND Misses’ TurKISH 
Costume. Mediume size requires 4 yards of 
36-inch material for trousers, 1 yard of 36- 
inch for bolero, 1% yards of 36-inch for 


waist, 314 yards of 18-inch for sash, 


Small size requires 674 yards of 36-inch ma 
terial, 2'4 yards of 36-inch contrasting 
Width at lower edge, 174 yards, 


No. 3324, Girt’s ScotcuH Costume, Size 12 
requires 34% yards of 54-inch plaid, 154 yards 
of 40-inch for jacket and hat, 154 yards of 
36-inch for blouse. 


No. 2834, Lapres’ AND Misses’ Clown Svit 
Medium size requires 9'%4 yards of 36-inch 
material. The clown suit is an easy costume 
to make and pretty in bright colors, 
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Beauty Secrets [hat 





fluous hair should be lissolved 
instead of burned off is s now 


nly done rhe 
known that wo 





perfiluous hair is simple sul 
hich ean be had in any drug store at 


Make Them Stop 
And LOOK 


By Madame Maree 


NOW and then you sud- 
nly discover yourself star 
ing, almost rudely in admira- 
tion of a divine complexion 
that fairly puts you in a 
rance And [ am going to 
ll how you, fair reader, may 
be just such a picture of be- 
witching loveliness 


Remake Your 
Complexion 


Go to your druggist and 
get two ounces of eptol. Mix 
this with a tablespoon of 
glycerine and a pint of water 
It thickens at once into a rich 
cream. Simply spread a thin 
ating around the eyes, temples and on the 
rehead, then over the cheeks; rub it in until 


ibsorbed 


ne 


“ 
] 


t 


Ww 


voks plump and h 
irlish health 


nd without « 


Instantly it begins work on the pores, 
htens them, the outer dead skin disappears, 
w skin comes at once, the lines, crows feet, 
rinkles fade out, the skin becontes smooth, 


s the appearance of real, 


genuine eptol facial treatment 
estion is the most valuable aid 


This is the 


o beauty I have ever known And, best of 
ll, it is inexpensive as the druggists charge 
65 cents for enough eptol to make a pint 


cream 


How Is Your Hair? 
Whether you wear it short or long, you 
int lots of it and fine, silky and fluffy. The 


: I applying this, even the stiffest 
hairs on very tender portions of the 
bod ire removed without leaving the 
ghtest mark, red spots or irritatior 
HANTUO you hair once a week with 
6 cents is all the druggist asks 
1 dozen wonderful shampoos rhere 
mpy effect and the hair dries in 
few minutes and each hair seems 
fluff out by itself, It is wonderful 
DISSOLVE BLACKHEADS with ner 
oxin Mix it with a little water, rub it 
‘ the n then off ind the black 
he ia re gone dissolved completel 
— vig gay supp ae em et best thing. for the hair is beta-quinol. The 
ony Bragcrnesy —— druggist will sell you one ounce for 65 cents. fix 
REMOVE BLEMISHES, You will find is with a pint of witch-hazel. Rub a few drops 
that the sal A ed ts, fre« into the calp This awakens the roots, removes 
nd other blemish of the face, arms the scale and seurf, enables the scalp to breathe 
hands, neck and sh lers will prompt! You will need no glossine, no cgrline, nothing on 
disappear ind in their place you ma your hair for it will obey your curling iron and 
have as exquisit 1 complexion as you have a shimmer and sheen of wondertul natural 
i r hor f by ply ixing lovelines These bewitching secrets and those to 
gether one ounce of zintone, costing the left will surely make them stop aad look at you. 
65 cents, obtainable at any drug stor: 
two tablespoonfuls of glycerine ind y lime Pranna2 a 
half pint of water Apply frequently 
nd liberally as a cream | 668 Thompson Building, Chicago, Ill. 
NOTE—I tf u do not find the beautifier you want at the drug store, send the 
price to me and T will ha ) cretary get it and mail it to you. MME, MAREE, 
668 Thompson Bldg., Chicago, Ill. 





your church treasury easil 


Make sure that your 
of this money, 
below, at once. 


Easy! 


Dept. 
232-250 West 37th St.., 


MeCall’s Magazine. 


Name 


} Local 
Address 


Post Office 
and State 


Name of 
Church 


McCALL’S Will Give 


"100 


To Your Church, Too! 


Could your church use an extra $100 right now? 
\IcCall’s Magazine has a plan that will add $100 to 
y. 
have already received these $100 gifts. 
to be given away this year by McCall’s 
church will receive its share 
and fill out and mail the coupon 


Pleasant! 


12-A, McCALL’S MAGAZINE, 
New York, N. Y. 


Please tell me how our church may 


Thousands of churches 
$60,000 is 
Magazine. 


Certain! 


Mail Today ! 


receive a gift of $100 from 
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Making Christmas Last a Year 


(Continued from page 2] 


content with giving what we truly can 
afford, with doing only those things we can 
do without taxing ourselves to the danger 
point physically. Large on my horizon 
loom the figures of two women, young, 
having homes, husbands and small families, 
and these two women literally worked 
themselves to death making preparation for 
a great Christmas celebration. I am 
wondering if the coming Christmas would 
not be a happier day, if, instead of shopping 
for weeks to buy useless gifts for many of 
which our friends do not truly care, we 
should sit down quietly at home and write 
to each of our dear ones a letter straight 
from the heart; if we should try to tell 
them in that letter how much we love them, 
how much we appreciate them, how thank- 
ful we are to share our lives and our love 
with them. Quite the loveliest gift I had 
the past Christmas was such a letter from 
a young man who has since become my son 

It is customary in these days to begin 
preparations for Christmas very frequently 
six months ahead of time. Uncounted hours 
go into the embroidering and fashioning of 
gifts by those who have not much ready 
money to spend. To those to whom ex- 
pense need not be a matter of consideration 
there comes equal weariness of spirit as 
they shop for days and days until they are 
at the point of utter exhaustion and the 
clerks who take their orders are quite as 
exhausted as the customers, until the last 
few days of life before the great event 
become, not days of introspection, not days 
of worship, not days of thankfulness for 
what the festival truly means. They are 
really days of thankfulness that at last 
Christmas has arrived and the strain is over. 
Usually at the last minute we discover 
someone we forgot, very frequently one of 
our most dearly beloved, and there must 
be a final rush to repair the error lest 
offense shall have been given when none 
was intended. 

So I have been wondering if it truly 
would not be a gracious relief to the people 
who are receiving them, if the gifts would 
become less material, more a thing of the 
spirit; less 2 piling up of dollars and cents, 
more a giving of gifts that have no price. 
I think perhaps what I am trying to express 
is that inste#d of spending for gifts money 
that many of us truly need for the require- 
ments of our families, for charities and 
taxes, we should give the greatest thing in 
all the world—that thing which recent 
scholarship has discovered is wrongly trans- 
lated in the great credo of “Faith, Hope 
and Charity.” Modern’ scholars have 
noticed that the last of these bulwarks af 
our faith is wrongly translated. “Charity” 
should not be so rendered since the word is 
“Caritas,” which means Love—‘Faith, 
Hope and Love.” Love is the gift which 
all of us can give without tiring ourselves 
to the point of exhaustion physically, with- 
out spending money until in our hearts we 
feel condemned for extravagance, the gift 
which costs us least and is appreciated most 

just Love. And would it not be a 
wonderful thing if, instead of heaping it all 
into one day of the year, in giving all the 
love that can emanate from our hearts to 
our family, to our friends and to our 
neighbors even to the ends of the earth, we 
could give a little less on Christmas and a 
little more every day of the year and so 
make Christmas last for a whole year in- 
stead of only one day. 

After all, Christmas is a compound word. 
It is a binding together of “Christ” and of 
“mass,” and the mass that we celebrate in 
honor of the birth of Christ could be no 
higher, holier thing than that which is cele- 
brated through the inspiration of love. If 
only the whole world could get together 
and agree to love each other more and to 
care less for fine raiment and expensive liv- 
ing we would not need to talk so much 
about the necessity of going to heaven when 
we die. There would not any of us be so 
tired, so work-weary and hungry, that we 
would want to die. We would have such 
a wonderful heaven here on this beautiful 
earth where we are being permitted to live 
that none of us would want to leave it or 
could be very easily made to believe that 
anywhere there is anything that is much 
better. 

So my suggestion for this Christmas is 
that we think this over from the depths of 
sincere hearts, and see if it is not possible 
for us to give to our friends more kindliness 
of spirit, more tenderness of heart, more 
love, and give it not one day in a year, 
but every day throughout the year. 


The Three Talmadges 
[Continued from page 30] 


matter how passionately the man or the 
woman, or both, may love, there is bound 
to be envy or jealousy when it comes to 
success in their work. When marriage for 
the professional woman looms near, I should 
say to both man and maid, “Wait and 
weigh, and weigh and wait.” 
























An old lady, 72 years of age, who 
suffered for many years and wag 
absolutely helpless, found relief. 
A man who was helpless, unable 
to rise from his chair, was riding 
horseback and playing tennis 
within a year. A lictle child, para 
lyzed, was playing about the house 
after wearing a Philo Burt Ap. 
We have successfully created more than 


Pliance three weeks. 
45,000 cases the past 20 years. 


30 Days’ Free Trial 


We will prove its value in your own case. There is no reason 


why you should not accept our offer. The photographs show 
how light, cool, elastic and easily adjusted the Philo Burt Ap- 
pliance is — how different from the old torturous plaster, leather 
or steel jackets. 


Every sufferer with a weakened or deformed spine, owes it to 
himself to investigate thoroughly. Price within reach of all 


Send For Our Free Book 


If you will describe the case, it will aid us in giving you definite 
information at once, 

PHILO BURT MFG. CO. 
201-12 Odd Fellows’ Bldg. JAMESTOWN, N. Y. 


Have Shapely Feet 
Unmarred by BUNIONS 


peers and comfort de- 
mand that feet fit snugly 
into the dainty pumps of to- 
day. There must be no hump to mar 
shapely feet—no racking torture to upset 
comfort. Bunions are unnecessary and dan- 
gerous. You can remove them quickly, 
harmlessly, pleasantly with the new, mar- 
velous solvent, Pedodyne. Pedodyne 
stops pain almost instantly, banishes the 
disfiguring hump, and relieves the swollen 
burning sensation 


ENT ON TRIAL 


Write today and I will gladly arrange to send 

you a box of Pedodyne Solvent for you to try. 

Simply write and say “I want to try Pedo- 

dyne.** There is no obligation, 
KAY LABORATORIES 

Dept. L-636, 186 N. La Salle St. ,Chicage. Ill. 


BRINGS YOU GENUINE 
UNDERWOOD TYPEWRITER 


A sp, Save FREE TRIAL. Try it, test it yourself, then 
ecige 
MONTHLY PAYMENTS. So smal! you will not 

notice them. 

© YEAR eunnantes with every 
Shipman- Ward factory rebuilt Under- 
wood, a late model, perfect m: 
that will give you years of service. 

OF FACTS. Write to- 
day, inside story about typewriter 
business, typewriter rebuilding, how 
we do it,our wonderful offer. Act now, 


SHIPMAN WARD MFG. CO. 
i 


































EE Write for Book Showing 
FREE Eee fer Bock Ghowing 


we for this supreme quality phonograph 
t model, uine mahogany or quartered i 
Pays all records. Direct from fac 
on FREE TRIAL. 









APH 


Only frenoaranh | in world with s ial C ‘cornish 

Fy 4 choy? orn; gives magn. nifieent pure apes 
Iso ene Dy lator. a nest ey ty ; 2 

° $50 on model si n. lao all ot! ae 
Factory Prices 38 ciples direct from factory at lowes 
prices. Easy Terms, as Pe as 18c a day. Every instrument guaran 

teed. 58 your te putatio: B: 5 Sep eee aptisfied customers. . 

o' note 3 you should know ‘ore buying sy phonograph 

ree Book Write postal TODAY. Cornish Piano Co., Dept. 412, 
Washington, New Jersey. c 























scissors. J a on Se wo of 

cw sharpener on any knife or scissors 
have a kee-cut e 

instantly. Also lee oe all 


sick 
tools, Does away with old-fash 
whetstone. by anne 
of carbonized Stees. bardened 
\ process. 


now for Xmas 
Money back ff ni 
satisfied. 


Every housewife wants bay the oy 
she sees it. Send SOc for sample 
agents’ money- offer 
PREMIER MFG. Co., Dept. 2, Detroit, Mich. 


NO JOKE TO BE DEAF 


—Every Deaf Person Knows That 
I make myseli hear after being deaf for 25 years. with 
these Artificial Ear Drums. 
wear them day and night. 
They are periectly comfort- 
able. No one sees them. Write 
me and I will tell you a true 
story, how I got deaf and how Ear 
a Orum 
I make you hear. Address Pat. Nov. 8. 1908 


GEO. P. WAY, Artificial Ear Drum Co. (inc. 
13 McKerchey Bidg., 2631 Woodward Ave., Detroit, Mich. 


Woman's Field for Independence 
Big demand for good candy. oy learned 
Make big money at home or in shop. Many 
graduates in business. Complete Courses 
resident or correspondence. Write Elinor 
G. Hanna, Principal, for booklet O-12. 

Candy Institute, 60 West SOth St., New York 



























Rough on Rats 
gets every rat 
ORDINARY rat 


Poisons fail because 
rats won't eat what 
has killed — 
rats. Rough o 
Rats fools hon 
you mix it with a 
different food ond 
time. Booklet’ End- 
ing Ratsand Mice” 
mailed free. 
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Do your Christmas shopping direct by mail from 
this Free Catalog 


Write for a copy NOW to 
JASON WEILER | & SONS 


| 336 Weshingten St., — Mass. 












48th 
Annua 
Catalog 
mukes 
gut 
buying 
a 
greater 
pleasure 


You will delight in 
king thru this 164-page Free Catalog with its thou- 
ds of illustrated articles at money-saving prices on 
e following 

Jewelry 

Silver 

Cut Glass 

Gold and Silver 


Watches 
Teilet Goods 
Clocks Umbrellas 
Leather Goods | French Ivory 
Pens & Pencils! Gifts ior Men, for Women, for Baby, ete. 
F 2 a Few Gift Sug 
Money , @ uniess entirely sat fied 


Diamonds 
Pearls 








49MC. 


This exquisite 14K solid white 
gold Indies’ Wrist Watch, 15 jeweled 
guaranteed accurate timekeeper, black 
r gray silk ribbon bracelet with white 

i id clasp to mateb Platinun 






‘ tifull ed 
s #0 value at ss « $21. 50 
358% s26MC ~ Babies? Solid 


Gold Locket and 12 inch 
Chain with any 


initial engraved 99 Cts. Ladies’ 


Diamond Ring 


$5()00 


‘erfectiy out, blue white 


—erquisitely hand carved 
and pierced 


Diamonds will be sent | 
anywhere on approval | 


80647MC Mahegany intone 
Clock, guaranteed American 
ment, 12 1-2 in. long $2. ‘35 


wsseeee CLIP COUPON—FILL IN AND MAIL NOW 


JASON WEILER & Sons 
336 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 
Cor. of Washington & Franklin Sts. 
Diamond Importers since 1876 
Foreign Agencies: Amsterdam, London and Puiris 

Please send FREE 164-Page Catalog. 


Name 














For You 


It is a very beautiful gift. It is a chest of 
Rogers 1881 Silver—26 perfect pieces in a hand 
me mahogany chest. Ee us tell you how you 
n get it without cost. 

And we have still another gift for you—a 
rvelous plan whereby you may put more dol 
s into your pocket and more fashionable clothes 
to your wardrobe! 


May We Send You Full 


. 
Information Free? 

are really being offered a unique oppor- 

unity—and if you are wise you will not let it 

p by without investigating Let us send you 

mplete detailed information. No cost or obligation to 
Just your name and address on a post card or in a 

ter, and full information will be sent you at once. 


School of Modern Dress, Inc., Dept. 1312 
821 Jefferson Street, Buffalo, N. Y. 


Why Good Dancers 
Are Popular 


EVERYONE admires and wants - 
to dance with the person who 
knows the latest steps. There is no 
eed of being a wallflower! By my 
remarkable new easy method, anyone 
an learn the newest dances at home 
afew hours. Much less expensive 
than from a personal teacher. 
No music or partner needed. So, 
simple even a child can learn 
quickly. 90.000 have learned 
lancing by mail. Your own suc- 


You 
















css ls qg<uerantesd. 
To preve I can quickly and qqalty make 
~~ an sccomp!l dancer, Il send 


ARTHUR MURRAY, Studio 900, 290 Broadway, N. Y. 











PRETTY HANDS 


kept soft, smooth and 
free from chaps with 


“Mentholatum 


Apply freely at at night 
Write for free sample 
Mentholatum Co., Buffalo, N.Y.,Wichita, Kans. 

















GOINTOBUSINESS Eithiict ona over 
Establish and oper- 
ate a “‘New System Specialty Candy Factory’’ in your community. 
We furnish everything. Money-making enpereantay unlimited. Either 
men or women. Big Candy Booklet Free. Write today. Don't 
but it it off! W. HILLYER RAGSDALE, Drawer 120, E East Orange, Nd. 


(-G. 6 ab.v le) - 5 2. 00). 8 > ez 


Our agents make big profits on soap, extracts, 
Spices, toilet tome oy Repeat orders come easy. 
Get our free sa e case offer. Write Ho-Ro-Co. 
Manufacturing ‘Co. 136 Locust St., St. Louis, Mo. 


When answering ads. mention McCALL’S 

















for One 
Dollar or Less 


By Edna Sibley Tipton 


Presents 


BRIDE, who before her marriage had 
A not had to concern herself greatly 
about the price of the gifts she pre- 
sented, was confronted upon taking 
unto herself a husband, with the problem 
of remembering a huge Christmas-present- 
family of her husband’s in addition to 
her own! And only a small income to 
finance it, too. 

The little bride studied every catalog 
she could get her hands on, and she visited 
every department store for miles around! 
She determined to give just as suitable 
gifts if less expensive, as her husband had 
the reputation of giving. But she determined, 
also, that Christmas—their very first one 
together—should not be spoiled by shadows 
of overhanging bills! So, she allowed her- 
self one dollar or less for each gift and 
she gave only such presents as she herself 
would have been glad to receive and could 
have used had she been the one who re- 
ceived them! Here is one list she selected 
from: 


Girts FoR WoMEN 


Silver (Dutch) table mats to place under 
hot dishes, iced tea “straws” (cherry ends), 
covered candy jar, jam pot, magazine sub- 
scription, fortune-telling cards, stationery 
with or without name and address, one 
handkerchief, string of beads, lingerie pins, 
bridge score pads, card table cover, candles, 
bittersweet berries, bamboo tray, a plant, 
painted flower pot, silver napkin clip, phone 
pad, book and embroidery scissors. 


Girts FoR MEN 


Poker chips, playing cards, bridge scores, 
book, handkerchiefs, ash trays, phonograph 
records, magazine subscription, stationery 
with or without name and address, stamp 
box, cigarettes, bill folder, tie, films for 
camera, kodak book and address book. 


Girts FoR CHILDREN 


Magazine subscriptions, books, pencils 
with name of recipient thereon, games of 
all sorts, jacks and ball in a pretty bag, 
“blow-up” balloons, magic drawing books, 
dolls, box of paints, crayons, flash-light, 
purse, marbles, sewing kit, tops, toy dishes 
and miniature dish towel, beads to string, 
perfume, small fountain pen and small tool 
kit 


Contents 


Five Short Stories a 
THE PASSER-BY By Ethel M. Dell 5 


RANSOM FOR A QUEEN... 6 
By Shirley Seifert 


THE GREAT SYMBOL... . 7 
By Melville Davisson Post 


THE TRANQUIL BEASTS . . 10 
By Temple Bailey 

THE RED SWEATER . 20 
By May Freud Dickenson 

Three Serials 

SILK By Samuel Merwin 12 

THE JOLLY ROGER 14 
By Robert VW. ” Chambers 

THE THREE TALMADGES ... 18 
By Margaret Talmadge 

Interesting Articles 
LOST CHRISTMAS 22 


By Honore VW illsie Morrow 


MAKING CHRISTMAS LAST A 
YEAR . By Gene Stratton-Porter 2 


THE CHRISTMAS SIGN . 50 
By Beatrice Forbes-Robertson Hale 


BRINGING YULETIDE INTO THE 
HOME . By Ruby Ross Goodnow 
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Tom and Sue 


School is over. 


Both are hungry—chilly, tego. 
Now for Steero, piping hot. 
Steero always hits the spot. 


For after-school hunger—STEERO bouillon. 
Drop a STEERO bouillon cube into a cup, add 
boiling water—and you have bouillon at its best. 
In hash, 
STEERO bouillon cube or two lends tempting 


stew, gravy and warmed-over dishes a 


spiciness. 


Send ro cents for STEERO bouillon cube samples and 
sixty-four-page cook book 


Schieffelin & Co., 273 William Street, New York 
Distributors for 
New York 


BOUILLON 
CUBES 


Oa, 31,1911 


American Kitchen Products Co., 


STEER 


Reg US Pat. Off, 














Paris France 


— ( Fondée En 1774) 
“La Reine Des Fleurs”’ \e ? 





(The Queen of the Flowers) 
3.00 the Bottle 


Velivale 


(Vel-ee-vole) 


Univergaily Recognized as Creators , 
of ine Worlds Most Cxquisite , . 


PARFUMS /¢ Personality , 


PIVER’S 
Special De Luxe 
HOLIDAY GIFT BOXES 


Containing convenient combinations of the 
beautiful new styles in PIVER Extracts, Toi 
let Waters, Face Powders and Rouges 


“With such strange arts this flower did allure 
That its rich odeur cast a secret spell, 

And the brown bee, the lily’s paramour, 
Forsook the cup where he was wont to dwell, 

For not a thing of earth it seemed to be, 


But stolen from some heavenly Arcady.” 
(Athanasia) 


In iow Famous PIVER Cin 
ZUREA— FLORAMY 
LE TREFLE INCARNAT POMPELA 


To further emphasize one’s personality with 
an individual odeur throughout the toilette, 
all of the following world-renowned PIVER 
odeurs— 


VELIVOLE—POMPEIA—AZUREA— 
FLORAMYE-—LE TREFLE INCARNAT— 
SAFRANOR—ASTRIS, etc. 





may be obtained in $3.70 


Each 






Parfums — Poudres — Rouges — Sachets —Eaux 
de Toilette—Eaux Vegetales —Savons—Talcs— 
Cremes—Concentres—Sels Pour Bains. 


At All Good Dealers 





$3.80 Each $4.20 Each 


These lovely Gift Boxes are finished in imita- 
tion black and gold metal paper, with antique 
scroll finish, lined with finest quality gold satin. 


CHAS.BAEZ, Sole Agent for U.S. 118 East I6th.Street.NewYork City 
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Designs You Can Stamp With a Hot Iron On Any Desired Material 


By Elisabeth May Blondel 


Perr TTT 








1324——Bird Design for Child's Bib and Tray Cloth 


1324—Transfer Pattern for Bib and Tray Cloth. In- 
cludes bib design 5g x15% inches and tray cloth 
measuring 115% x 1644 inches. To be embroidered with 
6-strand cotton working birds and branches in outline- 
stitch and flowers in buttonhole-stitch. Use unbleached 
muslin, linen or oilcloth, making birds and edges blue, 
branches brown and flowers pink. Price, 15 cents. 
Blue 


1326—Transfer Pattern for Two Pillow Dolls and 
Noah’s Ark Bag. Includes transfer and printed pat- 
tern for Teddy Bear, Elephant and Ark complete 
Teddy Bear measures 16 inches high, Elephant 10%. 
inches high, and Ark 1744 x 30 inches when finished 
Oilcloth, unbleached muslin or sateen may be used for 


the animals and ark with colored cambric for the ele- 
phant's trappings and bear's suit Bias binding com- 
pletes both animals and ark. Full directions given 


Price, 40 cents Yellow 


1321—Transfer Pattern for Gifts for a Child to Em- 
broider.—Includes 4 corners for a lunch cloth and 6 
corners for napkins, as well as designs for a school-bag, 
a bean-bag and an eye-glass polisher A child will 


enjoy working these gifts for Xmas There is one for 
every member of the family, Father, Mother, little 
sister and brother The stitches used are as simple 
as they are effective and are described in detail in the 
pattern. Materials and colors to be used are also sug- 
gested. Price, 25 cents. Yellow or Blue 





1326—Design for Two 
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Pillow Dolls and Noah's Ark Bag 














1322—(Upper Towel) Butterfly De- 
sign for Towel or Pillow Cases 
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1321—Gift Designs for a 
Child to Embroider 
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1325—Bunny Design for Child's Bib and Tray Cloth 


1325—Transfer Pattern for Bib and Tray Cloth. In- 
cludes design for bib measuring 12% x 15% inches and 
tray cloth 115, x 16% inches. Make this set of un- 
bleached muslin or oilcloth with colored 6-strand cot- 
ton. Colors and stitches described in pattern. Price, 
15 cents. Blue. 


1322—Transfer Pattern for Towels or Pillow Cases. 
Includes 1 pair of designs 22 inches across and 6% 
inches deep. The illustration shows this attractive 
design used for a towel end. Stitches are in outline, 
lazy-daisy-, and satin-stitch and French knots. Direc- 
tions for the crocheted edge are given in the pattern 
as also full working directions. Price, 20 cents. Blue 


1323—Transfer Pattern for Towels. Includes 2 de- 
signs each measuring 20 inches across. Towels of col- 
ored linens with these dainty flower designs, worked 
in colors also, make lovely Xmas gifts. In white with 
colored flowers they are just as attractive, especially 
if the hem or the scalloped edge carries out one of the 
colors used in the embroidery. Full directions given 
Price, 20 cents. Blue. 


1320—Transfer Pattern for Two Bags. Includes 2 
designs with patch pieces. Colonial design measures 
1244 x13 inches; hollyhock design 12 x 12% inches 
Everybody is using these bags of homespun or tweed 
to carry knitting or sewing. The designs are very 
novel and most effective when worked up according to 
the directions given in the pattern. Price, 25 cents 
Black or yellow. 














1320—Design for Homespun Bags 


How to Obtain McCall Kaumagraph Transfer Patterns 


Leading dealers nearly everywhere sell McCall Transfers. 
McCall Company, 232-250 W. 37th St., New York 
Chicago, Ill.; 140 Second St., San Francisco, Cal.; 


If you find that you can’t secure them, write to The 


City, or to the nearest Branch Office, 208-212 S. Jefferson St., 
82 N. Pryor St., Atlanta, Ga.; 70 Bond St., Toronto, Canada. 
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Paste this page on a sheet of heavy wrapping paper or light cardboard and then put 
Cut out the figures, following the heavy black line carefully. 
Cut along the dotted line in Santa’s sack and insert the dog and dolly until they are in 
the position shown in Figure 1. See that the pii:-holes correspond; then push a pin 


under a weight to dry. 























through the marks and bend over to attach the arm to Santa. Cut along the dotted 
line in the baby’s chair and slip the baby into the slot. Hold the toy firmly by the | 
left-hand corner and move the lever to the left as shown in Figure 2. Santa will pull 

the toys out of his sack to keep the baby happy. 
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What spiced imagin- 
ings are conjured up 
by the mere mention 
of the Christmas feast! 
The plum puddings 
darkly rich with rai- 
sins and spice! The 


savory mince pies! 





OLIDAYS mean vacation 
home comings and festivi 
ties. Let us plan for th en 
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The fruit cakes richly 
iced and garnished ! 
The nuts and raisins 
and candied fruits! 
Here are recipes for 
these 
holiday goodies in 
the home kitchen 


making all 


CANDIED GRAPE FRUIT PEEL 


Remove the peel from the 
grape fruit in quarters. With the 








gala feast several week 
ahead, and have the larder 
stocked with goodie Fruit 
cakes, mince-meat and plum pud 
dings should be made well 


bowl of a silver teaspoon remove 
all the white until the yellow skin 


° shows. Then cut in thin strips. 

| : Cover with cold water, bring 

’ O TaCe the O ida CAasts slowly to the boiling point and 

advance of Christmas. Have the boil just one minute. Drain and 


cooking so well planned that all 
will move like clockwork when 
Christmas comes, and no one 
shall be too worried or too tired 
to enjoy the holiday entertaining 
ind share the Christmas fun 


HOLIDAY FRUIT CAKE 


pounds currant 1 teaspoon soda 
pounds raisins seeded and cut teaspoon clove 
fine ' teaspoon mace 
1 pound citron 1 pound butter 
1% pound almonds, blanched and 1 pound light brown sugar 
shredded lengthwise 10 egg 
2 teaspoons cifnamon 1 pound flour 


¢ cup lk or other liquid 


Wash the currants by rubbing into them one table 
spoon of flour for every pound and then washing a few 
at a time, by putting them in a strainer and letting the 
cold water run over them. Rub dry between the folds 
of a towel. If you use seeded raisins they need not be 
washed, but looked over, any stems or seeds removed, 
and then cut fine with a knife. Slice the citron very 
thin and cut into half-inch pieces. 

Cream the butter, add the sugar slowly; mix the 
spices with the flour; then mix the fruits and add the 
flour and the nuts 

Beat the yolks of the eggs and add them to the butter 
and sugar, mix with the flour and fruit, add the liquid 
and then the whites of eggs beaten stiff. Be sure the 
ingredients are well mixed 

Line the tins first with manilla paper, then waxed 
paper and fill with the cake mixture packing it into the 
tins. Bread tins are good for this purpose. 

The cake is better when steamed for four hours 
instead of baked. To do this cover the top of the pans 
with a layer of manilla paper a layer of waxed paper 
and a piece of cheese-cloth. Tie this on with whit 
string. If the cake seems wet—not moist—when taken 
out of the steamer let it stand over night lightly covered 
and dry in a warm oven with the door open. Or, you 
can bake it for four hours in a very moderate oven 
(about 360 degrees Fahrenheit When cold, wrap in 
waxed paper and cheese-cloth and keep in a tightly closed 
tin. This cake will keep for a year or more, 


NEW YEAR'S CAKES 


1 pound fat 1 pound flour 


1 pound suga lL, teaspoon mace 
10 egg 2 tablespoons milk 
1 tablespoon caraway seeds 


Cream the fat, add the sugar gradually and beat. Add 
the yolks of the eggs beaten until lemon colored. Sift 
the mace with the flour and add the caraway seeds; 
add to the first mixture. Add the milk and then the egg 
whites beaten stiff. Beat the mixture vigorously. Bake 
in small, individual pans or in one large pan and cut in 
fancy shapes when baked. It should 
bake about thirty-five minutes in a 
moderate oven (350 to 360 degrees 
Fahrenheit). If preferred, the 
caraway seeds may be those 











By Lilian M. Gunn 


Department Foods and Cookery, Teachers College, Columbia | 


covered with colored sugar, the cake brushed with white 
of egg just as it comes from the oven, and the candies 
sprinkled over it like a frosting 


PUNCH FOR THE HOLIDAY PARTY 


cup raisins 

1 quart water or sweet cider 
teaspoon cinnamon 

14 teaspoon clove 

¥, teaspoon allspice 


6 pepper corns 

3 blades of mace 

Juice of two lemons 

Juice of three oranges 

Sweetening to taste 
1 quart ginger ale 

Cook the raisins in the water or cider for fifteen 

minutes; remove the raisins, add the spices and cook 
slowly for ten minutes. Strain. Put back the raisins, 
add the other ingredients, and when ready to serve add 
the ginger ale 


CHRISTMAS PLUM PUDDING 


lmound raisins seeded and cut pound bread crumbs (do not 
fine use the crusts 
1 pound currants washed and 1 cup flour 
dried 1 nutmeg grated 
pound candied fruit (orange 3 teaspoons cinnamon 
peel, candied apricots, 1 teaspoon allspice 
peaches or pineapple) 4 teaspoon clove 
pound citron sliced and cut \% pound brown sugar 
fine 1 cup fruit juice (grape, logan 
8 eggs berry, or other juice leit 
pound suet chopped fine from canning) 


Mix the spices with the flour, add the fruit, then 
the suet, crumbs and the sugar. Beat the eggs until 
light and add them to the dry ingredients. Add the 
liquid. Pack into well-greased molds and steam for four 
hours. When ready to use, steam forty-five minutes. 
Serve this pudding preferably with hard sauce. 


put on more cold water. (This 
removes the bitter taste of the 
peel.) Cook until the strips are 
tender. Drain, saving the water 
in which it is last cooked. Make 
a sirup of one-half cup of the 
water and one cup sugar; cook 
two minutes, put in the grape fruit peel. Cook very 
slowly until most of the liquid is gone and the remainder 
spins a thread from the tines of a fork. Drain a little 
at a time and toss in granulated sugar. Work quickly 
when draining and tossing in the sugar as the peel will 
sugar in the sirup if it stands too long 


niversity 


¥ FIG PUDDING 
1 pound chopped figs 3 eggs 
1 cup suet chopped fine 1 teaspoon cinnamon 
1 pint bread crumbs 1 teaspoon nutmeg 


4 cup light brown sugar 14 cup grape juice 


Mix the dry ingredients and then add the moist in- 
gredients with the eggs well-beaten. Steam three hours. 
Serve with a hard or foamy sauce. 


GRAPE FRUIT DE NOEL 

Peel the grape fruit and remove the pulp in sections. 
Cut the sections carefully in halves. Marinate for one- 
half hour. Drain, and stand the pieces to form a dome 
on crisp lettuce leaves. Place a narrow strip of green 
pepper or pimiento between each section running from 
the center down to the plate. Cut a piece of pepper 
with a fancy cutter and place on the top or garnish with 
a few green grapes skinned and seeded. Serve with 
mayonnaise or French dressing 


MINCE-MEAT 


1 pound lean beef 2 tablespoons vinegar 
2 cups apple chopped fine 2 cups brown sugar 
cups raisins seeded and 2 teaspoons cinnamon 
chopped 1 teaspoon clove 
1 cup currants 1 nutmeg grated 


cup suet chopped fine ¥, teaspoon mace 
2 tablespoons molasses 2 teaspoons salt 

Cook the meat in water to cover. Mix all the other 
ingredients, add the meat stock, bring slowly to the 
boiling point and simmer for one hour. Stir often and 
watch that it does not burn. Add the meat, chopped 
fine. Cook fifteen minutes more. This may be used at 
once or canned for future use. This recipe will make 
two medium-sized pies, but can be doubled as many 
times as desired. 


CHRISTMAS MERINGUES 
Whites of 4 eggs % cup citron cut in tiny pieces 
\, teaspoon vanilla 1% cups powdered sugar 

cup candied cherries cut very fine 

Beat the egg-whites until they will hold their form, 
then beat in the sugar gradually; add the vanilla and 
cut and fold in the fruit quickly. 

Bake on the bottom of a tin covered with writing 
paper. Two tablespoons of the mixture make a large 
meringue. Bake for twenty minutes in a slow oven 
(about 325 degrees Fahrenheit). 
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Gearhart Home Earner 


om a 





I wish to let you know how much 
pleasure the machine I bought from you 
has brought me. 


I have only a few hours a day and 
sometimes not that, for I am living on 
a forty-five acre farm. We have a lot 
of stock and my husband and myself 
are doing all the work. 


But in spite of all my other work, 
I have been very successful with my 
knitter. l average about $10.50 all the 
year ‘round per week and can easily 
make at least one to one and a half 
dozen pairs a day. 


I like Gearhart yarns best of all but 
sometimes must use yarns my custom 
ers bring me. But I use theirs only in 
extreme cases. 


I have sold three knitters to my 
friends and they are very well pleased 
with them. 

I have made over $800 clear since 
I have gotten my machine, and we 
are using the money for improvements 
for our house. 


It took me about two days to learn 
to understand my machine. I want 
everyone to know about your machine. 


Yours truly, 
(S) Mrs, Cuarzes L. Brrp 














New—The Sure Way 


to Earn Money 


. 
~~» 


The Gearhart Money-Back Guarantee 


GAIN the Gearhart Knitting Machine Company proves 
its leadership—proves its confidence in the supremacy 
and simplicity of the Gearhart Hand Knitter, by guaranteeing 


it on a money-back basis. 


For thirty-five years the great Gearhart Company has stood far out in front 
of all others—the pioneer, as solid and sturdy as the honest, stout-hearted 
pioneers who have made our country the greatest in the world. The Gear- 
hart Company couldn't afford to make this money-back guarantee unless 
it were absolutely sure that the Gearhart Hand Knitter will be as easy for 
you to learn to operate as it was for Mrs. Bird (see her letter above). Mrs. 
Bird earned $800 with it—in her spare time. And she is only one of many 
women (and men, too) who are turning their spare time into welcome cash. 


Gearhart Pay Checks Buy Those Things 
You Want So Much 

$800 in Gearhart checks paid for a veritable host 
of things in Mrs. Bird’s home. Surprising how 
much $300 will buy! Isn’t there something you 
want? Mrs. Bird wanted something. She discov- 
ered the simple way of making the money to get 
it with—the Gearhart way. Perhaps you and your 
husbard need some new much needed improve- 
ments in your home. 
All over the country women like yourself are look- 
ing about for means of earning some extra money 
for the comforts and luxuries that make life worth 
living—for perhaps new, fashionable apparel; for 
added articles of beauty and usefulness to make 
home more homelike; or for a ready-at-hand fund 
to buy timely bargains with. 

The Big, New Gearhart Plan Will Pay 

Even Bigger Earnings 

This new plan will enable you to make even more 
money than Mrs. Bird. 
First, Gearhart pays more money for knitting 
hose—more than ever before. 
Next, the new and improved Gearhart Standard 
ALLWEAR Outfit enables you, under this new 
plan, to make all classes of knit-wear. = 
Finally, there is the Gearhart Company’s still 
more liberai supply of knitting yarn, which gives 
you all the material you need 
to knit with, a highgrade, 
long-staple worsted yarn of 
virgin wool. 


Gearhart Capitalizes Your 
Business In Standard 
Knitting Yarn 


As soon as you begin knitting 
standard Allwear Hosiery, we 
will arrange to send you, at no 
cost to yourself, enoughstandard 
yarn for you to keep on knitting 
continuously. It requires a large 
amount of yarn to meet the knit- 
ting needsofyourhome industry; 
80 we send you at least $25 worth 
of yarn—more if found necessary 
—at our expense. 


1213 West 4th Street 


You can knit and send to the factory a substantial quan- 
tity of hosiery from about one-half to three-quarters of 
the yarn we send you. Meanwhile you retain enough to 
keep right on knitting. On receipt of your shipment of 
standard hose, we will at once forward to you, with your 
pay check, the corresponding quantity of replacement 
yarn which wfil reach you by or before the time you finish 
knitting the yarn retained on hand. Atno time will you 
have to pay a dollar for yarn to knit for Gearhart. 


The Gearhart Home Knitter, A Permanent, 
Profitable Investment 


When you secure the Gearhart Knitting Machine from 
the Company, you have in mind the things you want it 
to earn for you. Have you in mind some thing or things 
costing, say, $100, $200, or $300? How easy it is to get what 
you want—in the light of Mrs. Bird's experience! She 
made —in her spare time. And then—think of this:— 
at the end of your first year—after you have earned the 
money you have set out to get, and much more—you still 
have the knitting machine and its earning power. 


AVery Little Makes You Owner of a 
Gearhart Knitting Machine 


Having received your Gearhart Knitter, you begin practi- 
cally at once to increase your own and your family’s in- 
come by knitting Allwear Hosiery, paid for by Gearhart 
ata liberal rate. Mrs. Bird states it took her two days— 
only a very little time each day—to master her Gearhart 
Knitter. It should take you less time, with the new and 
improved machine. Remember, other women are making 
the extra money they want by knitting their spare time 
into dollars on the Gearhart Knitter. So can you. 


The Gearhart Money-Back Guarantee 
Is Your Iron-Clad Protection 


The Gearhart Machine comes to you already set up with 
a standard sock partly knitted but left in the machine 
ready for you to go on with the knitting, by following 
the simply-written, illustrated instructions which Mrs. 
Bird found so easy to follow to complete success. This 
feature is not found in any other home-work proposition, 
and makes it much easier to master the operation of 
the Gearhart Knitter. 

In fact, we guarantee to teach you to operate the Gearhart 
Hand Knitter successfully—guarantee that you will be 
enabled to master the machine or you may have your 
money back incash. You are fully protected by this iron- 
clad guarantee. 


Fill Out And Mail This Coupon Today 


Be fair to yourself. You want to make extra money. 
Here is a plan of earning the cash you want in an easy, 
genteel, private way, in regular Gearhart Pay Checks. 
Fill out the coupon and we wil! send you, free, and with 
out obligation on your part, our “Guide Book’’ to home 
earnings (which tells all about the Gearhart Plan) to- 
gether with actual samples of knitting done by the 
Gearhart Hand Knitter. 


GEARHART KNITTING MACHINE COMPANY 


CLEARFIELD, PA. 





Mail This Coupon Today 


Gearhart Knitting Machine Co., 
1218 West 4th St., Clearfield, Pa. 
Please send me without charge or obligation your Guide 
Book to Home Earnings,.samples of knitting and particulars about 
the Gearhart Plan for Home Earners. 


Name 


Address . 
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roug! ode t ome 
rather ¢« temptible to 
co ntions In more 

be the smart tl 
home ifter a dance a 
rse, | own wife goes to 
car In the light of 
to assume that a wife must 
lose, with marriage, the 
rivilege of driving or 
dining alone with a man 

not her husband. But 
the wise well know, emo 
tion and not reason rules 
th iffairs of men and 
women, and dominates 


friendship, flirtation, love 
ind marriage 

Reason vanishes when 
feeling prevails. Male and 
female, married or un 
wed, alone together, in 
variably and immediately 
become strictly per onal 
Nobody supposes that the 
bald-headed grandfather 
who takes a flapper to 
luncheon is talking to her 
ibout business or forcien 
ita 

To our forebears who 
perceived the menace ot 
extra-marital entangle- 
ments, we must grant 
some intelligence; we 
must admit that those 
who gradually established 
our marriage system had 
ome insight into human 
nature; and we must 
have inherited some 
train of wisdom, else 
how could we be so 
upremely sagacious our 
elves? 

With complacent faith 
in our own sapience, to 
day we pick from hu 
manity’s store of labori 
ously acquired experience 
only such items as fit 
with our desires. We 
disregard the inhibitions 
which interfere with our 
wishes. And so we come 
by some curious new 
cults ot love 

There is sound sense 
in the plea that there 
should be more honesty 
and greater freedom for 
the individual in love 
and marriage. Doubtless 
some of the new creeds 
would be practicable if 
male and female ever 
could meet on a sexless 
plane 

But as long 
curiosity, sex vanity and 
ex greed promote and 
prevent our emotions, a 
variety of love cults will 
continue to be shaped by 
the senses, not the in 
tellect, and however dis 
guised, will amount to 
nothing more than pas 
sion, which is as transient 
now as in the cave man’s 
time 


as sex 


IS THE WEDDING 
RING A BOND? 


Dear Winona Wilcox 

New cults of love? 
Today's code has caused 
the death of my beloved 
mother. Neither my 
tears nor repentance can 
bring her back 

I worshiped the man 
who said he loved me 
He is brilliant, he thinks 
things out for himself in 
defiance of convention 
It was easy for me t 
believe that a marriage 
license a a metal band 
do not sanctify a wed 
din easy for me to b 
persuaded that in a great 


10 more than the man, and 


a certain cult today 
my mother was a saint 
would not compel the man t 
{a husband. She was too proud to 
e of escape half way across the 
ind we lost ourselves in a 
by was legally adopted into a 


1d nobody guesses 


é 


~~ 





Put it was teo heavy for my mother’s tender soul to 
bear. And now she is dead! 

Yes, this is a shocking confidence. But perhaps it may 
reach some good girl who is listening eagerly, as I did, to 
the new talk about freedom in love for the girl as well 

the man 

There is no such thing! 
man lose? Nothing. What did I lose? 


Nature says so. What did the 
ALL!—M. B. B 


WHERE IS THE LIMIT TO 
rRESPASSER’S “RIGHTS?” 
JYERVERTED thinking leads to thinking still morte 

perverted 

Honest though a girl may deem herself when first she 
yields to the allurement of irregular love, the initial slip 
precipitates her into an abyss of mental and moral con 
fusion. The twist in the following is almost amusing: 
Dear Winona Wilcox 


My love for a married man twenty years my senior i 


the one love of my life His love ior me is even greater 
than my love for him. He has promised to get a divorce 
nd marry me 

I never go anywhere with other men because he does not 


want me to, but the last time he came to my town, he said 
his wife and a friend wished him to take them on an auto 
tour, to be gone a month 

I told him I did not think it was fair for him to go since 
I could not 

Imagine the shock when I saw him pass down Main 
Street today, with his wife and her friend, plainly outfitted 
for touring! 

And he did not even let me know he was leaving! 
Doesn’t my love give me any rights at all?—U. B. D., Ohio 


PRIDE KEEPS 
INTACT 


WIFELY 
1 HOME 


Dear Winona Wilcox: 

As soon as I discovered that the father of my children 
vas spending his leisure with a young girl, I planned to 
take my daughter and sons to my paxents’ home 

But they are of high-school age. “How terrible to let 
them know of their father’s weakness! 

Daily I fight the impulse to get away from the man who 
delights in deceiving me I am most unhappy. I cannot 
decide whether 1 am too proud or not proud enough 

Augusta K. P., Missouri 


‘i home is the most valuable of our social institutions 
Surely you do not mean to let an ignorant and vain 
girl destroy what you have been so many years in building? 

Even in its present disturbed condition, the home you 
have helped to establish is valuable to society and to your 
community as well as to yourself and children. It is far 
too valuable to be razed by the father’s folly 

You and wives like you are strong currents in civilization 
Che girl and her kind are only frail and impermanent bubbles 
on the surface of the ocean of life. Try to appreciate your 
own importance and “stick to your job” of keeping intact 
one more American home 


SMUGLY EXPECTS 
WIFE TO FORGIVE 


Dear Winona Wilcox 

My husband has broken his wedding vows but I am the 
only one who suspects him He is considered an ideal 
husband, one of the town’s eminently respectable citizens 

At present, he is trying “to get away easy” from a girl 
he has made love to for two years. Now she bores him, 
he has a rival 

I, the wife, wrote to my husband’s new love and told 
him about the old. And the man was furious! He said he 
never thought I could do such a mean thing as to expose him! 

“The wife must protect her errant spouse!” How is that 
for a double-standard love-cult?—Mary V. V., Chicago 


Dear Winona Wilcox 

My husband claims that if I love him as a true wife 
should love the father of his children, I will wish him to be 
happy and will cease to block his little heart adventures 

He asserts that his philandering has nothing to do with 
his devotion to me and his family 

He claims that for the sake of our children, I am bound 
to forgive him and to keep on tolerating his vagrant devotion 

I can only laugh, thinking how utterly absurd is the daddy 
who goes a-hunting and comes home with a modern code of 
easy forgiveness a3 part of wifely duty!—Belle A. B., Pa 





THE girl who says she 

is unpopular is my 
hardest problem. Why 
is she so? What does 
she lack? How can she 
acquire charm and its 
kindred lures? Hun- 
dreds of complaining 
girls will join me in 
gratitude to those who 
shall answer these and 
related queries. This is 
YOUR page. Address 
all your letters to 
Winona Wilcox, Mc- 
Call’s Magazine, 236 
West 37th Street, New 
York City. 
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TO KNOW TRUE LOVE, 
MUST ONE EXPERIMENT? 


HE theory that it is wise to prepare for marriage 

making many experiments in love probably contai 
some truth. Hundreds of domestic tragedies have occurr 
because a girl thought she must marry her first suit 
“Keeping company” has resulted in deplorable matcl 

Still it is not yet 
proved that modern ex 
periments in all the 
varieties of love help to 
stabilize the affection 

Too often these re 
peated adventures make 
for a habit of lasting 
fickleness 

Many readers will de 
tect a tinge of humor in 
the following recital of 
an uncle’s success. in 
alarming a flapper 





Dear Winona Wilcox 

I’m worried because 
I'm afraid I'll never 
marry 

Two years ago I 
learned that a girl ought 
to know a lot about men 
before she chooses a hus 
band. So I've been kissed 
by dozens of boys but 
I simply can’t stay in 
love with any one of 
them. As soon as I am 
engaged, I can’t endure 
the man; I've just broken 
my third engagement 

My parents are scan 
dalized, but how can I 
know if I want to live 
with a man all my days 
unless he kisses me ? 

Now I am alarmed 
because it seems I look 
old 

At my birthday din 
ner (I was seventeen last 
month) my uncle gazed 
at me five minutes and 
everybody kept still. He 
is a godly man and the 
family listens when he 
speaks. What he said to 
me was enough 

“Young lady! In that 
rouge and evening dress, 
which your parents can 
not afford, you look fully 
twenty-six years old!” 

Perhaps I'd better 
settle down. But how 
can I when I fall in love 
every two months? 
Eileen 


PPARENTLY clever 

uncle obtained the 
reaction he was after 
Evidently, the godly, re- 
strained, inhibiting old 
fashioned idealists are not 
as stupid as some young 
persons imagine. They 
do not find it at all diffi- 
cult to produce the effect 
they desire upon the 
mind of youth in spite 
of the latter’s boasted 
sophistication 


APPALLING PSYCHIC 
FINALE OF PETTING 


HE following plaint 

is not silly. It 
contains an inner signifi 
cance which will astound 
a few conscientious 
mothers. I never came 
across a better argument 
against petting than the 
naive confession in the 
last paragraph 


Dear Winona Wilcox 

I am an attractive high 
school senior. My mother 
sees that I read your 
page, and I really love it. 
My common sense tells 
me you are right about 
petting but still I must do as other girls do or be left 
out of everything. 

I hate myself because I can’t talk about this to my 
nice mother but here is something she can’t understand, and 
neither can I 

When I go out with a boy who does not pet, I am 
disappointed and restless and can’t sleep for hours. And 
if a boy does pet me, I despise him and am disgusted with 
myself. 

What shall I do?—R. M. S., Boston, Mass. 
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uthorities call it the “neglected age” 
—the years from 3/06 


because then childhood needs are not always fully understood 


[ is said that during the first five years, 
children learn more than during all the 
rest of life. Busy, interesting years! 


Theycharm us completely, these little folks; 
yet—do we unconsciously neglect them ? 


Authorities say we do. They call the years 
from 3 to 6, especially, the “neglected age.” 

After 3, a child is no longer a baby. The 
strict routineot babyhood isslackened. Before 
6, he is not subject to the regular habits im- 
posed by school. It isa “between” stage, often 
unintentionally slighted. 


But never are a child’s needs greater than 
between these years. For never is he more 
active, physically and mentally. 

Energy a basic need 
Such constant activity must have an unlimit- 
ed fund of energy upon which to draw. Ener- 
gy is a basic need; the motive power which 
keeps the engine going. Every effort of body 
and mind, every vital process consumes 
energy. 
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Apple Pudding 


cups cooked Cream of Wheat 


2 3 eggs 
2 cur 1 cup of sugar | 
3 apr red and sliced nutmeg 
t with milk, beaten egg and 
at mixture into a 
I 


sprinkl 


ple rings 


wit ugar, nutmeg dnd dot with butter; rep 


Bake in a moderate oven one-half hour and 


This energy is supplied, of course, through 
food. But how easily and quickly, how gen- 
erously it issupplied, depends upon the kind 


of food. 


What your child especially needs at this 
age, is food known to be very rich in energy. 
But more than that—it must be so simple and 
easy to digest that the waiting body and brain 


Cyeam Wheat 


Cream of Wheat Company, Minneapolis, Minnesota 


In Canada, made by Cr 


t Company, Wi 





get all this energy quickly without losing any 
in hard extra work of digestion. 


Cream of Wheat has both 


these necessary qualities 


Providingsuch a food for your family need be 
no puzzling problem. In one favorite, well- 
known food—Cream of Wheat—you find 
combined these two necessary qualities! 


A wonderful source of energy is Cream of 
W heat, which isalso soeasy todigest that every 
bit of this vital force is quickly available for 
use when and where most needed. 


It is made of the heart of the best hard wheat 

that part richest in energy elements which 
scientists call carbohydrates. Of all food sub- 
stances these are easiest to digest. In fact, un- 
like many foods, digestion of Cream of Wheat 
begins in the mouth. 


A basic need for little bodies and brains— 
this need of energy; one which neglected, 
will lead to serious effects. And yet it is such 
a simple thing to provide— in delicious 
Cream of Wheat! 


There are so many ways to serve it, other 
than as the always welcome breakfast cereal. 
New desserts and puddings which furnish 
energy for grown-ups too, and please their 
appetites as well. A food for all the family! 


We have a new booklet which suggests a 
variety of delightful ways to serve Cream of 
Wheat. We will gladly send it to you, if you 
will fill out the coupon below and mail to us. 





FREE ~— Illustrated Recipe Booklet 
Cream of Wheat Company, Minncapolis, Minn. 
Please send me, FREE, your recipe booklet, “* Thirty Ways of | 
I tncesersoumenastlans clei | 
| it ; McCall’s—Dec. | 
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R M Men’s Gift Box. Rapid-Shave Cream, 
Coleo (a popular Colgate Soap) and 
Lilac Imperial Toilet Water in a Christ- 


mas box. An ideal gift for men. 


Kibbon Dental Cream. Here 1s a gift 
that is appropriate for young and old 
ilike. Colgate’s is the safe dentifrice. 
This gift will be useful for many weeks 
ifter the holiday. 


F Florient Toilet Water. Flowers of the H Handy-Grip Shaving Stick. This gift 
Orient blended in a delicate perfume with two refill sticks to fit the grip will 

, , 
that will please the most fastidious taste. be very welcome. It is especially appro- 
Special Florient Combination. Florient priate for a man who travels. 


Extract, rouge and powder compacts. 


DP 


These necessary articles forthe dressing B 
table are a delight to the eye and 
pleasing in use. Putthis gift on your list. 


Box especially for children. Miniature 
bottles of La France Rose and Violet 
Perfumes, and Cashmere Bouquet Soap, 


© Orchis Extract. A unique French bottle sure to please the little folks. 


hol ls this delicate (¢ olgate blend —a 
perfume that will be received with . r ; : 
delight. V_ Vanity Combination. Lip stick, rouge 


and powder compacts, in either black 
enamel or “polden box. Any young 
woman would thank you for this gift. 


C Cashmere Bouquet Soap—three cakes. 
An old-time favorite that never loses 
its charm. In an attractive holiday 
wrapping that will be appreciated by 
any member of the family. P Perfume that is “different”. Cha Ming 

Sas e nenaionve See tiie Psa 

D Delightful Compact in black enamel. pareact, sugpenting Se Ment of mang 
You may have initials engraved on it 
at small extra cost. Exquisite powder 
and mirror are offered here in conve- 


nient form. E 


blossoms from the “‘ilowery kingdom”. 
A gift that she will surely enjoy. 


Extract of Cashmere Bouquet. The 
Mpg: 

T Toilet Water—Monad Violet, in chill fragrance of the Vale of Cashmere is 

winter weather brings to you the imprisoned in this well-chosen gift. It 

fragrance of fresh spring violets in its is the same perfume that has been popu- 


attractive Colgate package. lar for years in Cashmere Bouquet Soap. 
s 


Choose a Colgate gift for every one on your Christmas list. Mother 
and Sister will be aclighted with Colgate’s Perfumes, Talc, Toilet 
Waters, and Compacts. Father and the Boys will be glad to get gift 
boxes with Colgate’s Shaving Preparations, Soaps, Toilet Waters, 
and Ribbon Dental Cream. 


COLGATE & CO, Established 1806 NEW YORK 
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OD ry 7 
a . rox. L ™ “FJ eet De pm 
c 4 On - -™ ake 
J _ > O° ey Pa Se 








a RR 


A\ 

© 

: F 
J 


od 
‘3 


= | » 
) a wv 
oo Og Od 
Q¢ . — 
~~ 4 S| 
) ee 
‘rl «<P al 





























